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A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 


CHAPTER  XL. 

*  And  now  the  heaven  is  dark,  and  bright,  and  loud 
With  wind,  and  starry  drift  and  moon  and  cloud, 
And  night's  cry  rings  in  straining  sheet  and  shroud  : 
What  help  is  ours  if  hope  like  yours  be  none  ?' 

'  After  all,  Anthony,  I  find  I  must  leave 
here  this  evening.  Horrid  grind,  but 
can't  be  helped.  A  telegram  from  a 
lawyer-fellow  of  mine.' 

This  is  a  distinct  lie,  but  even  the  best 
of  us  lie  sometimes — distinctly  ! 

*  My  dear  fellow,  Fm  so  sorry.' 
Anthony  tries  to  throw  a  touch  of  real 
regret  into  his  tone,  and  on  the  whole  gets 
through    his    first    bit    of  hypocrisy   very 
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successfully.       '  Where     are     you     going  ? 
Town  ?' 

'  No,  Ingham.  He  has  got  a  case  there, 
and  thought  it  better,  as  I  was  so  near,  to 
see  me  without  delay.  I  shall  stay  there 
till  to-morrow  morning — then  run  up  to 
town.  After  that ' — he  laughs  suddenly — 
'  probably  the  Deluge.' 

*  Money  difficulties  ?'  says  Anthony  with 
sympathy.  Now  that  his  cousin  is  going 
away  from — her,  he  feels  not  only  cordial 
towards  him,  but  positively  grateful.  '  If 
I  can  do  anything,  Sid ' 

'  No,  no.  I  don't  mind  confessing ' — 
gaily — *  that  I'm  stone  broke ;  but  I've  an 
arrow  in  my  quiver  still,  and,  if  it  hits 
home,  I  swear  I'll  settle  down  to  all  the 
domestic  virtues  at  once  !' 

Anthony  pauses  in  the  act  of  lighting  a 
cigar,  and  glances  at  him  sharply. 

'  Settle  down  ' — a  sudden  pang  of  fear 
shoots  through  his  heart — '  to  all  the 
domestic  virtues  !' 

*  You  mean '  questions  he. 

'Well,  look  here,  I'll  tell  you.     Don't 
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call  me  a  conceited  ass;  but  I — have  some 
reason  to  believe  that  Cecil — oh,  hang  it  ! 
it's  very  hard  to  put  it,  but — well,  I  think 
she  likes  me  above  most,  you  knov^^/ 

*  You  say  you  have  reason ' 

Anthony's  tone  is  strained  and  harsh. 

*  Some — not  much,  I  confess.  Why  I 
should  have  any  seems  extraordinary ;  and 
yet  I  honestly  think  that  in  asking  her  to 
marry  me,  I ' — laughing — *  run  the  risk  of 
her  saying  "  Yes."  ' 

'  The  risk  ?' 

Verschoyle  has  turned  to  the  fire,  afraid, 
perhaps,  of  the  other's  seeing  his  face. 

^  Well,  yes  ;  to  confess  the  hateful  truth, 
Tony,  I  don't  admire  her.  Why  she  should 
like  me ' 

*  Oh,  this  room  is  intolerable  !'  breaks  in 
Verschoyle  violently.  '  What  the  devil  do 
they  mean  by  making  a  fire  like  this  ?' 

He  strides  to  the  window  nearest  him, 
the  one  opening  on  to  the  veranda,  and 
flings  it  wide. 

'  'Tis  warm,  isn't  it  ?'says  Fenton  genially. 
To  do  him  justice,  he  has  not  the  remotest 
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idea  of  Verschoyle's  love  for  Cecil.  '  What 
I  was  going  to  say  was,  that  I  can't  imagine 
Cecil's  caring  for  a  fellow  like  me.  Now, 
you  would  be  more  the  sort  of — — ' 

Verschoyle  interrupts  him. 

'  Go  on,'  says  he.      '  Never  mind  me  ;  I 
don't  come  into  this  at  all.' 

'That's  just  what  surprises  me,'  says 
Fenton  amiably.  '  She  is  quite  the  sort  of 
woman  that  I  am  sure  you  will  marry  some 
day ;  but  for  my  taste  she  is  too  statuesque 
— too  cold.    I  dare  say  I  could  get  on  well 

enough  with  her,  however,  if '     Here 

Verschoyle  makes  a  sudden  movement — 
a  dangerous  one ;  but  Fenton,  going  on 
happily,  quite  unconscious  of  the  other's 
emotion,  stays  the  torrent  that  was  impend- 
ing. '  The  question  is,  would  she  get  on 
with  me  ?  I  hardly  come  under  the  class 
of  the  domestic  creature.  "  If  you  want  to 
know  me,  come  live  with  me,"  says  some 
old  and,  I  can't  help  thinking,  very  immoral 
proverb.  It  would  be  a  wild  mistake  with 
me  as  its  hero.  "  If  you  want  to  live  with 
me,  don't   try    to    know   me,"   would    be 
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nearer  the  mark.     That  proverb  should  be 
reversed/ 

'  For  you  ;  not  for  her/  says  Anthony  in 
a  stifled  tone.  'To  knov^  her  would  be 
indeed  a  liberal  education.' 

'  I'm  not  high-flown,  Tony,  as  you  know. 
I  don't  aspire  to  the  clearer  airs ;  I  find 
them,  as  a  rule,  chilling.  But  if  she  will 
condescend  to  accept  me,  she  will  suit  me 
in  some  ways — off- ways,  you  know — ad- 
mirably. She  has  money,  for  one  thing-- 
that  covers  a  multitude  of  virtues — and  she 
is  certainly  bred-looking,  and ' 

'  You  actually  mean  to  propose  to  her, 
then  ?' 

'  My  dear  chap,  have  you  been  deaf  all 
this  time  ?      Certainly  I   mean  it ;  it's  my 

last  chance,  and  if  she — well '  breaking 

off.  '  It's  deuced  rude,  you  know ;  and  I 
honour  her — I  do — above  most  women,  and 
that's  what  makes  me  feel  rather  sneaky 
about  it.  For  one  thing,  I  always  swore  to 
myself  Fd  never  marry  for  money ;  and 
now  !  .  .  .  I  was  on  the  very  point  of  asking 
her  this  afternoon — you  remember ' — con- 
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fidentially — *  she  went  out  on  the  terrace 
with  me  after  lunch  ?' 

'  Yes.  Well ' — Anthony's  face  is  as  white 
as  death,  but,  standing  near  the  open  win- 
dow, out  of  the  glare  of  the  lamps,  it  can't 
be  seen — '  why  didn't  you?' 

'  On  my  honour,  I  hardly  know.  I 
expect  I  shied,  as  it  were,  at  the  last 
moment — a  final  shrinking  from  giving 
up  my  freedom.' 

'  Was  that  it  .?  .  .  .  You  felt  quite  sure, 
then  ?' 

Verschoyle  stops  as  if  choked. 

*  At  that  moment  ? — yes,  quite,'  says 
Fenton  cheerfully.  '  To  tell  you  the  truth, 
I  don't  feel  anything  like  so  sure  now.  I 
dare  say  I've  made  one  of  my  many  mis- 
takes. A  girl  like  her — of  the  "icily 
regular,  splendidly  null  "  sort — could  hardly 
fancy  a  person  of  my  calibre.  In  fact ' — 
modestly — '  I  begin  to  think  she's  too  good 
for  the  likes  of  me  ;  but,  still,  I'll  risk  it.  I 
have  ten  minutes  still,  and  if  you  will  give 
me  a  pen  and  paper,  I'll  write  to  her.' 

'Now? 
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'  The  better  the  moment,  the  better  the 
deed,  and  I  feel  very  virtuous  and  domestic 
at  this  one.  Is  must  be  your  influence, 
Tony.' 

He  laughs,  flings  the  end  of  his  cigar 
into  the  fire,  and  rises  and  moves  towards 
the  writing-table. 

Verschoyle  moves,  too. 

'  There  is  no  post  to-night,'  says  he 
hoarsely. 

'  I  know  that ;  but  what  do  I  want  of  a 
post  when  you  are  here  ?  Ton  will  send 
the  letter  to  her  to-night  in  time  for  me  to 
get  a  reply  to  it  to-morrow  morning  at 
Ingham.  I  shall  be  there  till  the  ten  train  ; 
that  will  take  me  on  to  town,  to  my  old 
quarters.' 

He  takes  up  a  pen,  hesitates,  then  looks 
back  at  Anthony  with  his  most  inconse- 
quent air. 

'  Look  here — what  shall  I  say  to  her  ?' 

*  My  God,  man  !  are  you  mad — to  begin 
a  new  life  for  her,  and  you,  like  this  V 

Verschoyle  lays  his  hand  upon  his  arm — 
almost  drags  him  back  from  the  table. 
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'Always  serious,  Tony/  says  Fenton, 
amused.  '  Sometimes  I  envy  you.  But  I 
don't  think  you  need  be  unhappy  about 
this  new  h'fe  of  mine.  I  expect  this  be- 
ginning of  it ' — shrugging  his  shoulders, 
and  pointing  to  the  still  unwritten  proposal 
— '  will  also  be  the  end  of  it.  Now  give 
one  a  moment,  like  a  good  fellow.' 

'  But  think.' 

*  Fm  thinking  as  hard  as  I  can.  Now ' 
— laughing — '  how  would  you  begin  ?  Oh, 
I  say  ' — quickly,  but  laughing  still — '  when 
she  gets  my  letter,  Anthony,  she'll  be 
thinking,  if  you  hold  on  to  me  like  that, 
that  Fve  got  the  jigs.  You'll  spoil  my  last 
chance.' 

He  makes  a  swift  gesture,  and  Anthony, 
answering  it,  draws  back.  After  all,  what 
right  has  he  to  interfere — to  try  and  save 
her  ?     None  ! 

'  Fve  told  her,'  says  Fenton  presently, 
looking  up  from  the  letter  he  is  now  deli- 
berately folding,  '  that — but,  look  here,  Fll 
read  it  to  you.' 

'  No,  no  !'  says  Verschoyle  indignantly. 
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'Why  not?  It  isn't  a  love  effusion. 
"  My  dear  Cecil "  ' 

He  rattles  it  off  in  spite  of  Verschoyle's 
angry  disgust,  who,  indeed,  never  heard  one 
word  that  was  in  it. 

Someone  else  does^  however  I 

*  You  see,'  says  Fenton,  '  I  have  told  her 
I  shall  be  at  Ingham  until  ten  to-morrow. 
She  is  to  answer  it  there  if  she  means 
"  Yes'';  to  send  no  answer  if  she  means 
"  No."  Nothing  can  be  simpler,  and  I 
really  don't  care  which  it  is.  She  wouldn't 
suit  me,  but  her  money  would.' 

'  Have  you  ever  thought,' says  Verschoyle, 
now  white  with  rage,  *  what  a  damnable 
thing  this  is  that  you  are  doing  V 

'  Well,  I  have,'  says  Fenton  agreeably. 
'I'm  a  barefaced  beggar,  I  allow ;  but, 
after  all,  I'm  an  honest  one.  I  say  what 
lots  oi  other  fellows  mean,  but  dont  say. 
Well,  here's  the  letter.  I  leave  it  to  you, 
old  fellow,  to  have  it  sent.  If  she  gets  it 
in  an  hour  from  this,  she  can  answer  it  by 
the  next  post.  I've  told  her  all  about  it  : 
that  if  she  will— you  know — I'll  hear  from 


10  A  POLNT  OF  COx\SCIENCE 

her  to-morrow ;  and  if  I  don't — which  I 
fully  expect  —  I'll  know  she  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  me,  which  will  prove 
her  of  sounder  mind  than  I  believe  her 
now.' 

The  letter  is  in  Anthony's  hands.  His 
fingers  have  tightened  over  it.  There  is  a 
strange  gray  look  on  his  face. 

'  If  you  don't  hear  to-morrow,  then,  you 
will  understand  that  she  has  refused  you?' 

*  What  an  old  raven !'  says  Sidney, 
laughing.  '  Yes ;  you  have  it  in  a  nut- 
shell.' 

'  You  mean  to  marry  her,  then  ?' 

'  If  she  will  have  me.' 

'  But ' 

Anthony  breaks  off  sharply,  and  both 
men  turn  towards  the  open  window. 
What  is  that  strange  sound  that  has  come 
through  it  ?     A  cry  ?     A  groan  ? 

It  is  gone  almost  as  they  turn  to  listen. 

^  An  owl,  perhaps,'  says  Fenton  carelessly. 
'  Well,  my  time  is  nearly  up.  I  leave  that 
letter  to  you,  Tony,  and  I  know  you  will 
send  it  on.     I  give  it  into  safe  hands.' 
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'  I  shall  send  it/  says  Anthony,  his  tone 
dull,  as  of  one  thinking  of  something 
else. 

To  buy  him  off — that  is  the  thought. 
These  two  men,  so  different,  have  had  the 
same  desire  within  the  last  few  hours.  To 
buy  off — somebody  ! 

'  Why  do  this  thing  ?'  says  he.     *  You 

don't  care  for  her — and '    He  hesitates 

again.  It  is  a  delicate  subject,  and  if  he 
should  guess  wrong  !  '  If  you  want 
money  ?'  he  blurts  out  suddenly. 

'  My  dear  fellow,  what  a  superfluous 
question  !  Was  there  ever  an  hour  in  my 
life  when  I  didn't  want  money  ?' 

'  I  can  help  you.' 

'  Ton  my  soul,  Tony,  I  think  you're 
about  the  best  friend  a  man  ever  had,'  says 
Sidney,  with  such  honest  gratitude  in  his 
eyes  as  makes  Verschoyle  feel  a  double- 
dyed  hypocrite.  '  But,  you  see,  it's  like 
this :  I'm  drained  dry,  and  even  a  loan 
from  you,  however  handsome ' 

*  It  need  not  be  a  loan,'  says  Anthony  in 
a  stifled   tone.     To   half  his  kingdom  he 
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would    enlarge     his    offer,    reserving    the 
other  half  only  for  Cecil. 

'  Oh,  come,  I  say  !  don't  do  the  good 
Samaritan  too  far;  and,  besides,  even  a  gift 
wouldn't  do  me.  I'm  dipped  to  my  neck, 
and  only  a  rich  wife  can  pull  me  through.' 
'  Have  you  once  thought  of — her  .^' 
^  I  have  indeed  ' — frankly  ;  '  and  not 
only  once,  but  very  often.  I  was  bound 
to  do  that.  Whether  I've  got  to  think  of 
her  in  the  future  depends  on  you  and  that 
letter  you  hold ' — pointing  lightly  to  the 
letter  still  held  tightly  in  Verschoyle's 
hand.  '  If  Cecil  will  have  me,  well  and 
good.  If  she  will  not  have  me,  well  and 
good,  too.  As  you  may  see,  I  approach 
this  subject  with  an  unbiased  mind.  To 
confess  the  whole  truth  to  you,  it  is  a 
matter  of  convenience  ' — he  laughs  aloud, 
and  very  heartily,  here,  as  if  tickled  at  his 
own  idea — '  to  save  myself  from  bank- 
ruptcy. But  I  know,  at  the  back  of  my 
heart,  that  if  she  does  not  answer  that 
letter  you  hold,  I  shall  be — well,  not  to 
be  impolite,  excellently  contented.     I  hear 


A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE  13 

the  wheels  coming  round  to  the  door, 
don't  I  ?  Well ' — holding  out  his  hand, 
in  which  Anthony  mechanically  lays  his — 
'  till  better  times ;  and  don't  forget  that 
letter,  Tony — send  it  at  once.  My  fate 
depends  on  the  answer.  But  I  know  it  is 
safe  With  you,* 

He    laughs,    squeezes    Anthony's    hand 
affectionately,  and  rushes  out  of  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

'  In  the  wood  where  I  wandered  astray, 
Came  the  Devil  a-talking  to  me, 

O  mother  !  mother  ! 
But  why  did  ye  tell  me,  and  why  did  they  say, 
That  the  Devil's  a  horrible  blackamoor  ?    He 
Black-faced  and  horrible?     No,  mother,  no.' 

Anthony,  thus  left  with  the  fatal  letter 
in  his  hand,  stands  motionless,  his  eyes 
bent  on  the  carpet.  The  letter,  tightly- 
crumpled  in  his  grasp,  takes  little  of  his 
attention,  his  mind  being  bent  on  solving 
many  thoughts.  So  intent  is  he,  indeed, 
on  these  perplexing,  nay,  miserable  pro- 
blems, that  it  is  only  when  a  small,  hard 
hand  descends  upon  the  paper  he  is  hold- 
ing —  evidently  with  the  intention  of 
appropriating  it — that  he  comes  back  to 
the    present    moment,   and    the    fact    that 
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there  is  someone  in  the  room  beside  him- 
self. He  turns  sharply.  For  a  moment 
he  stares,  as  if  not  believing.     Then — 

'  Miss  Royce  !     You  !' 

He  would  have  said  more,  perhaps — 
redeemed  himself  from  the  suspicion  of 
discourtesy  so  foreign  to  him — but  for  the 
moment  he  feels  benumbed.  She — why 
should  she  be  here  ?  That  child  Jinnie, 
then,  was  right.  She  had  seen  her.  But 
that  she  should  come  here,  and  just  after 
his  interview  with  Sidney,  the  suppressed 
agony  of  which  is  hardly  to  be  calculated  ! 
And  this  girl !  Why  is  she  here — and 
now? 

'  Yes  ;  that  is  still  my  name,'  says 
Maden,  so  calmly,  in  such  a  still  way,  that 
the  bitter  irony  of  her  remark  goes  by 
him ;  and,  out  of  his  natural  grace,  he 
blames  himself  for  his  evil  imaginings. 
Recovering  himself  almost  immediately, 
he  says  courteously  : 

'  I  am  glad  you  have  come  back  to  us 
again.  But' — gently — '  I  think  you  should 
have  explained  a  little,  or  written.' 
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'  Explained  !' 

Miss  Royce  frowns.  Does  he  mea?i  it  ? 
Is  it  possible  he  doesn't  know? 

*  Well,  yes.  My  mother  was  a  good 
deal  put  out  about  your — that  is,  your 
sudden  disappearance.'  Verschoyle  says 
this  in  his  most  ordinary  way,  whilst 
still  fighting  with  his  doubts  that  will  not 
be  suppressed.  '  And  so  was  Mrs.  Ver- 
schoyle ;  and  as  for  Jinnie  !  .  .  .  But  you 
have  seen  them  all,  perhaps  ?'  It  is  his 
last,  most  impotent  hope. 

Miss  Royce's  lip  curls.  Mrs.  Ver- 
schoyle ! 

*  Oh  no  r  Her  tone  is  contemptuous. 
It  assists  Verschoyle's  troubled  thoughts, 
and  fixes  them  upon  the  small,  defiant 
figure  before  him.  She  is  exquisitely 
dressed,  if  very  simply,  and  the  face  he 
had  always  admired  (as  Cecil,  too,  had 
admired  it)  is  looking  exquisite,  too — only 
a  little  drawn,  perhaps,  a  little  older.  '  I 
have  not  come  back  here  to  see  Jinnie,  or 
even  ' — with  a  slight  touch  of  insolence — 
*  Mrs.  Verschoyle.' 
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'Then?' 

Verschoyle's  question  is  imperative. 
Miss  Royce  answers  it  in  kind. 

'  I  came  here,'  says  she,  her  small,  white 
face  defiant  and  mutinous,  'to  see  .  .  . 
Sidney  Fenton.' 

For  a  few  seconds  Verschoyle's  heart 
seems  to  cease  beating. 

To  see  Sidney  Fenton  !     His  hand  closes 
convulsively   upon   the   letter.     This  girl, 
then,  has  come  here  to  see  Sidney — a  girl 
believed  to  be  lost  to  them  for  ever  ;  gone 
away  in  a  fit  of  anger — anger  in  no  way 
connected  with  Fenton.     Was  she,  indeed, 
ever  connected  with   Fenton  in  the  minds 
here — in    any    of    their    minds  ?      A    few 
v/ords    culled    at    random,    and     thought 
nothing  of  when  said,  now  come  back  to 
him,     as     things     will    in     strange    times. 
Surely    Dicky     Browne    and    Carry    had 
given  little  hints  now  and  then.   .   .   . 

'  Captain  Fenton  ?'  says  he  very  quietly. 
'  He  was  here  only  this  moment.' 

'  I  know  that.'    A  queer  smile  disfigures 
her  mouth  for  a  second.     '  And  now  he 
VOL.  III.  35 
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has  gone.  But  he  has  left  that  letter 
behind  him.' 

'  You  know  that  ?'  says  Verschoyle, 
surprised. 

'  So  much  ' — coldly — '  and  a  great  deal 
more.  I  know  what  that  letter  contains, 
for  example.  You  ' — her  face  whitening 
— '  will  give  it  to  me  V 

*  Fm  afraid  I  can't  do  that/  says 
Anthony. 

'  Even  though  you  know  its  contents  V 

*  Even  then.' 

Miss  Royce  flings  up  her  arms  passion- 
ately. 

'  Oh,  fooir  says  she.  '  Do  you  know 
what  that  means  ?  Destruction  to  you 
and  her  !     When  I  see  him ' 

'  Probably  that  will  not  be  for  some 
time.' 

'  It  will  be  to-night^  and  at  Ingham' 

'  Ingham  !'  Verschoyle  is  conscious  of 
a  desire  to  kill  someone.  My  God  !  what 
a  liar  that  devil  is !  'I  don't  believe 
it,'  says  he  violently.  For  the  first  time 
in     all     his     kindly     life     he     insults     a 
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woman.     '  He  has  gone  there  to  meet  his 
solicitor/ 

'  I    think  not,'  says    Miss   Royce   dryly. 
'  For  solicitor,  read — me,^ 

There  is  a  little  pause — a  pause  that  is 
terrible. 

'  He  was  to  meet  you  at  Ingham  when 
he  left  here  ?' 

'  Beyond    doubt.'       She    turns    up    her 
small     head    and     her    shoulders     with     a 
wonderful   gesture.     '  And    beyond   doubt 
we  shall  meet  shortly.     I  shall  arrive  there 
nearly  as  soon  as  he  will,  by  catching  the 
express.'     Here  she  glances  leisurely  at  the 
clock  ticking  on  the  marble  mantel-shelf 
behind    her.       '  He    was    at    the    Dower- 
house    to-day,   was   he  not  ?     I    had  seen 
Jinnie,  as  of  course   you   know,  and   that 
decided  me.      She  never  conceals  anything, 
so  I  felt  sure  she  would  tell  of  my  being 
in  the  neighbourhood — otherwise  I  should 
not  have  let  the  child  see  me.    I  had  other 
cards,   of  course,  but  I    felt  the  talkative 
Jinnie   would   play   the    present   ones  per- 
fectly.      I    left    a    little    note    for    Sidney 
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Fenton  beneath  a  stone  that  was  an  old 
friend  of  ours  for   many   days — a  stone — 

down    in    the '       Here    she   struggles 

with  her  audacity ;  it  seems  to  forsake  her. 
'  Down  in  the  ash-grove.'  She  barely 
brings  out  the  word.  Memory  is  too 
strong  for  her.  She  stops,  as  if  suffocating, 
for  a  moment — a  moment  only,  however 
— and  then  goes  on.     '  He  found  it.' 

'  How  do  you  know  ?'  asks  Anthony  ; 
and  then  quickly,  '  You  met  him  ?' 

His  fingers  tighten  on  the  letter  he 
holds. 

'  No  ;  I  only  watched  him.  It  was  my 
business  to  see  he  got  that  letter,  and  ' — 
with  a  fugitive  smile — '  I  never  neglect 
any  business  that  concerns  myself  He 
has  gone  to  Ingham,  and  there  he  will  wait 
for  me.  He  thinks ' — with  a  nonchalant 
shrug — '  he  is  going  to  make  me  a  scene  ; 
but  when  he  sees  me,  all  that  will  be  at 
an  end.  I  shall  know  how  to  manage 
him.  When  wif/i  him ' — with  a  touch  of 
passionate  pride — '  I  can  always  influence 
him.      It  is  when  he  is  away  from  me  I 
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fail.  And  he  is  so  uncertain.'  It  is 
terrible,  the  extraordinary  calmness,  the 
deliberation,  with  which  she  discusses 
Fenton  and  her  own  miserable  situation. 
'  That  is  why  ' — pausing  again,  and  letting 
her  eyes  rest  meaningly  on  Verschoyle's — 
'  it  would  be  so  unpleasant  for  his  wife^ 
should  he  marry.  Once  he  saw  me, 
she '  A  little  gesture  finishes  the  sen- 
tence. For  the  first  time  Anthony  notices 
the  strejigth  in  the  small  face,  still  so  pale 
and  childish.  '  I  really  think  I  should  give 
up  that  letter,  if  I  were  you,'  says  she. 

'  Miss  Royce,'  says  Verschoyle,  his  face 
like  a  stone,  '  I  have  refrained  up  to  this 
from  asking  you  any  direct  personal 
question.  Now,  in  Miss  Fairfax's  in- 
terests  '     He  hesitates,  as  if  stung  by 

the  mention  of  her  name  in  this  wretched 
discussion,  then  goes  on :  'As  you  seem  to 
know  the  contents  of  this  letter' — glancing 
at  it — '  and  of  my  cousin's  intention  to 
propose  to  Miss  Fairfax,  I  must  ask  you 
one  question.  What  are  you  to  Captain 
Fenton  ?' 
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'  Does  it  require  an  answer?'  Her  low, 
soft,  trainante  voice  is  clear  and  distinct. 
A  little  hostile  smile  curls  her  lips.  '  Will 
you  have  your  "  pound  of  flesh  "?  Well !' 
She  draws  a  short,  sharp  breath  that  must 
have  hurt  her,  though  still  she  smiles.  '  I 
am ' 

'Miss  Royce,  stop!'  cries  Anthony 
almost  violently.  All  at  once  he  feels  like 
a  coward.  '  Say  nothing!  What  a  little 
creature  she  is,  and  how  young !  Dear 
God,  is  it  just  that  some  men  should  live, 
and  go  their  ways  unpunished  ?  '  It's 
unfair  ;  it's  beastly  unfair !'  cries  he  con- 
tritely.    '  I — I  beg  your  pardon.' 

'  You  have  asked  me  a  question,  and  I 
shall  answer  it,'  says  she,  with  cold  deter- 
mination. '  You  shall  know  what  you  ' — 
again  her  eyes  seek  his — '  want  to  know. 
I ' 

'  Don't  I'  says  Verschoyle.  '  Miss  Royce, 
take  care  !  Say  nothing  that  you  will  wish 
unsaid  to-morrow.' 

'  I  shall  not  wish  it  unsaid.  And ' — 
with  sudden  wild  passion — *I  wish  nothing 
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undone.  Nothing  !  nothing  !'  She  stands 
a  little  further  away  from  him,  clutching 
the  back  of  a  chair.  '  You  think  I  know 
what  shame  means.  That  I  am  afraid. 
That  I  shrink  from  saying  it.  No  !  no  !' 
She  laughs  suddenly  through  her  hurried 
breathing — a  laugh  that  Verschoyle  hopes 
in  his  soul  he  will  never  hear  again.  'You 
mistake  me  there.  I  am  bad — bad  all 
through^  I  tell  you  !  And  now  for  your 
answer.     I  am ' 

If  she  grows  suddenly  white,  to  the 
point  of  fainting,  her  eyes  gleam  with  a 
fresh  and  splendid  fire. 

*  Miss  Royce!' — imploringly. 

'  I  am  Sidney  Fenton's  mistress  !' 

In  slow,  distinct  syllables  she  says  the 
dreadful  words  ! 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

'  Have  ye  not  seen  sometime  a  pale  face 

(Among  a  press)  of  him  that  hath  been  lad 
Toward  his  death,  where  he  getteth  no  grace, 
And  such  a  colour  in  his  face  hath  had 
Men  mighte  know  him  that  was  so  bestad 
Amonges  all  the  faces  in  that  rout  ?' 

Of  course  he  had  known  it :  yet  the  veri- 
fication, the  actual  saying  of  it,  sends  a  rush 
of  rage  through  Verschoyle's  heart.  Not 
rage  against  her — this  small,  violent,  un- 
tamed thing,  but  against  Fenton,  that 
damnable  cur.  And  she — that  she^  Cecil, 
his  heart's  delight,  should  lavish  one 
thought  on  him!  For  a  mere  fraction  of 
time,  a  repulsion  towards  her,  a  distinct 
contempt,  adds  to  the  fury  of  his  pain — 
then  dies  away.  ...      So   spotless    as   she 
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is,  how  could  she  dream  of  treachery — of 
guilt  like  this  ? 

Treachery!  He  leans  heavily  against 
the  table  and  tries  to  collect  himself. 
Why,  only  ten  minutes  ago  that  devil  had 
sat  here  at  this  table  and  written  a  letter 
asking  Cecil  to  give  herself,  her  life,  into 
his  keeping.  This  very  letter  that  now  he 
holds  !  No  doubt  the  pages  are  covered 
with  vows  of  love  and  of  devotion,  and 
whilst  scribbling  them  from  a  brain  well 
trained  in  such  effusions,  he  had  talked  to 
him  of  marrying,  of  growing  domesticated, 
whilst  all  the  time  he  had  been  making 
arrangements  to  meet  Miss  Royce — that 
pale,  slight  thing  over  there — within  an 
hour,  at  Ingham. 

The  passion,  the  disgust,  in  him  is  so 
high  that  he  turns  upon  Maden,  who  is 
standing  motionless,  her  hand  still  upon 
the  back  of  the  chair,  looking  straight  at 
him. 

'  What  proof  is  there  of  this  story  ?' 
demands  he  sternly.  ^  Is  there  any  truth 
in  it  ?     Will  you  swear  to  it  ?' 
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*  I  will  swear  to  it/  says  she  ;  '  but  do 
you  think  it  requires  swearing  to  ?' 

'  He  must  be  the  devil  incarnate/  says 
Verschoyle,  still  unable  to  control  him- 
self. '  To  lie  thus  to  /ler — to  lie  to  an 
angel !' 

'  It  is  the  business  of  devils  to  lie  to 
angels/  says  Miss  Royce.  '  He  has  not  yet, 
however' — pointing  to  the  letter — 'lied 
to  your — Miss  Fairfax.  It  is  you  who  will 
lie,  if  you  let  her  have — that.  But ' — 
slowly,  deliberately — '  I  would  not  have 
you  think  your  cousin  a  confirmed  liar. 
To  me  he  never  lied  !' 

'  To  you ' 

There  is  such  anger  in  his  face,  such  a 
desire  to  say  things  best  left  unsaid,  that 
she  stays  him  by  a  gesture  almost  regal, 
and  therefore  wonderful  in  one  so  small  and 
slight. 

'  Never  !'  repeats  she  coldly.  '  I  quite 
understood  what  I  was  doing.  He  never 
lied  to  me ;  I  shall  not  lie  towards  him. 
He  told  me  from  the  first  he  was  too  poor 
to  marry  me.     I  went  with  him,  knowing 
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quite  well  the  probable  fate  that  lay  before 
me.' 

She  has  not  once  raised  her  voice,  she 
looks  quite  calm — a  little  scornful  always, 
perhaps — but  it  is  impossible  not  to  admire 
the  truth,  the  generosity  of  her  statement, 
that  is  meant  to  let  the  man  who  has 
betrayed  her  go  scot-free  of  blame — 
towards  her^  at  all  events  ;  yet  in  this  same 
moment  she  is  betraying  him,  most  wilfully 
and  of  set  purpose  ! 

*  I  swear  all  this  to  you,'  says  she,  '  and 
now  I  ask  you  to  swear  one  thing  to  me — 
a  small  matter,  no  doubt,  to  all  the  world, 
but  all  the  world  to  me.  Swear' — her 
eyes  resting  on  his,  grown  brilliant  with 
pain — '  swear  to  me  you  will  tell  no  one 
what  I  have  told  you  to-night.  You,  and 
you  only,  know  the  truth  of  my  going 
from  the  Dower-house;  swear  that  you 
will  keep  that  knowledge  sacred.' 

She  has  not  come  an  inch  closer  to  him, 
but  her  dark  sombre  eyes  are  fixed  on  his. 

*  I  swear  it,'  says  Verschoyle  gently.  In 
truth  he  is  now — his  first  great  rage  over 
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— very  sorry  for  her,  poor  soul !  She 
should  have  been  happy,  but  now  .  .  . 
In  her  first  and  loveliest  time  of  life  .  ,  . 
And  that  dastard  !  '  I  swear  it/  repeats 
he,  little  knowing  what  that  oath  will  cost 
him  in  the  very  near  future  ;  though,  had 
he  known,  he  would  probably  have  taken 
it,  all  the  same.  How  could  any  man,  for 
any  consideration,  give  up  this  poor  girl's 
confidence  to  the  world  ? 

'  I  knew  you  would ;  I  knew  I  was  safe 
with  you/  says  Maden,  in  a  tone  so  sad,  so 
fraught  with  agony  of  mind,  that  his  oath 
seems  doubly  bound.  She  has  shrunk  away 
from  him,  and  is  now  standing,  almost 
huddled  up,  against  the  bookcase  in  the 
corner.  A  sudden  strained  silence — a 
horror  of  life — has  overcome  her  beneath 
the  kindly  presence  of  this  gentleman. 

He  had  shown  no  disdain  of  her  from 
the  first.  No  open,  insulting  suspicions, 
no  disgust,  only  a  most  gentle  pity.  And 
now — now  when  he  knows  all — his  air 
has  undergone  no  change.  It  is  still  quite 
courteous.      His  eyes  rest  on  hers  as  kindly 
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as  they  did  before  .  .  .  before  she  had 
told  him  of  her  shame.  Of  course  he  must 
have  known,  but  his  chivalry  in  pretend- 
ing not  to  know 

Her  defiant  attitude  breaks  down. 

'  Thank  you,'  says  she.  ^  One  good 
turn  deserves  another,  doesn't  it  ?  Give 
me  that  letter  in  your  hands.  If  you  are 
too  scrupulous  to  burn  it,  I  am  not — give 
it  to  me  !' 

*  Miss  Royce,  I  think  you  hardly 
understand.' 

'  I  understand  this,  that — you  wish  to 
marry  Miss  Fairfax.' 

'  Leave  Miss  Fairfax  out  of  it,'  says 
Verschoyle,  his  teeth  a  little  on  edge.  '  I 
shall  never  marry  her.  So  there  is  an  end 
to  that  question.' 

He  strides  off  to  the  window. 

^  So  you  say — so  you  don't  think,'  says 
Maden  Royce,  moving  after  him.  She 
glides  softly  up.  Her  heart  now  is  beating 
madly.  This  is  her  last  throw.  '  You 
love  her.  You  know  you  do.'  She  lays 
her   hand  softly    on   his   shoulder.      '  And 
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you,  who  love  her,  will  you  sacrifice  her  ? 
That  letter' — he  is  holding  it  still  tightly 
crumpled  in  his  hand — ' you^  her  true  lover, 
will  deliver  it,  knowing  —  the  conse- 
quences ?  Think,  tlwik,  what  her  life  will 
be  with  him !  You  heard  him  say  a  little 
while  ago  that  he  would  be  glad  if  she 
refused  him !  Ask  yourself,  then,  what 
her  chance  of  happiness  w^ill  be  in  life  ;  a 

bad    life    is    a    long     thing.       Long ' 

There  is  a  stifled  pause.     '  Too  long  !' 

She  sways  a  little. 

*  Why  don't  you  sit  down  V  says 
Anthony.     '  This  chair ' 

'  No ;  I  will  stand.  I  am  fighting  for 
myself,  Mr.  Verschoyle,  as  you  well  know; 
but  you — vvont  you  fight  for  yourself — and 
for  her  ?' 

'  What  would  you  have  me  do  V  asks 
Verschoyle,  with  some  agitation. 

'  Destroy  that  letter,  and  marry  her.' 

<  I  ' — he  grows  very  white — '  shall  never 
marry  her.' 

'  You  can — if  you  only  will.' 

She    draws    nearer    to    him—  her    step 
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slow,  her  whole   face  afire   as  she  tempts 
him. 

*  You  do  not  understand.  It  is  quite  out 
of  my  power.' 

*  There  is  no  meaning  in  such  a  phrase 
as  that^  cries  she  vehemently.  '  All  things 
are  in  one's  power  if  one  only  has  strength 
and  courage.  Burn  that  vile  letter,  I  tell 
you  ' — pointing  at  it  with  quivering  fingers 
— '  and  marry  her  !  You  are  a  good  man ; 
you  will  make  her  happy.  She  ' — with  an 
angry  contempt  in  her  tone — '  likes  good 
men  !' 

*  You  forget ' 

*  I  forget  '  —  impatiently  —  '  nothing  ! 
Mark  my  words ;  as  sure  as  ever  she 
accepts  the  proposal  m  that  letter  you 
hold,  her  life  will  be  blighted.  I  warn 
you  this  night  of  that.  I  am  unscrupu- 
lous. If  he  deserts  me  for  her,  she  shall 
pay  the  penalty.  I  have  followed  him 
here  to-day.  ...  I  shall  follow  him  to- 
morrow .  .  .  and  all  his  life  I  shall  follow 
him  /' 

There  is  deadly  meaning  in    her   black 
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eyes  as  she  says  this,  and  Verschoyle, 
thinking  upon  Cecil,  feels  his  heart  con- 
tract. Fragile,  childish  as  she  looks,  there 
is  something  in  Miss  Royce's  whole  air 
that  tells  him  she  will  be  true  to  her 
word. 

'  Whether  he  marries  Cecil  Fairfax  or 
another,  or  whether  he  never  marries,' 
goes  on  the  clear,  cold,  yet  passionate 
voice,  '  so  long  as  he  and  I  live,  I  shall 
follow  him  !  And,  as  I  have  already  told 
you,  when  with  me  I  can  influence  him. 
The  woman  who  marries  him  will  ' — 
with  a  glad  lightening  of  her  whole  face, 
eager,  vindictive — '  find  her  life  a  curse 
to  her,  rather  than  a  blessing.  For  I 
swear' — with  a  quick  touch  of  fury — 
'  that  whoever  he  marries  shall  rue  it. 
She  shall  know  no  luck  or  happiness  in 
her  down-lying  or  in  her  uprising,  so 
long  as  breath  is  left  in  me.' 

Her  face,  always  so  white,  is  now  dyed 
as  though  all  the  blood  in  her  slight  body 
has  rushed  into  it. 

*  Now,'  in  a  voice  low  but  furious,  *  you 
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know.  Will  you  burn  that  letter,  or  con- 
demn her  to  a  life  that  will  be  a  very 
hein  For  she  loves  him.  I  knew  that 
— I  saw  that — before  I  took  him  from  her. 
If  he  goes  back  to  her ' 

Instinctively  her  small  hands  clench. 

'  It  is  not  my  letter/  says  Verschoyle. 

'  It  is  in  your  hands,  however.' 

'  Entrusted  to  my  care ' 

*  What  does  that  matter  ?  It  will  never 
be  found  out.  You  heard  him  say  that 
if  he  did  not  get  an  answer  to  it  to- 
morrow he  would  accept  her  silence  as 
refusal.  Who  shall  know  of  it  save  you 
and  I  ?  There  ' — flinging  out  her  hands 
wildly  towards  the  shining  tiles — ^  is  a 
fire  :  throw  it  in  !' 

She  creeps  to  him,  and,  clutching  his 
arm,  shakes  it  fiercely. 

'  Throw  it  in,  I  say.' 

'  I  am  sorry,'  says  Verschoyle  very 
gently,  '  but  he  gave  it  to  me,  you  see  ; 
he  trusted  in  me,  and — I  dare  not.' 

'  Yet  you  dare  to  risk  the  happiness  of 
the  woman  you   love  !'    cries   she   a  little 
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wildly.  '  Love  !  What  sort  of  love  is 
that,  when  just  for  a  little  point  of  con- 
science, that  satisfies  yourself  only,  you 
would  sacrifice  her,  body  and  soul  /' 

Body  and  soul  !  Verschoyle,  standing 
at  the  open  window,  through  which  the 
mists  of  night  are  coming,  in  soft  multi- 
tudes, vague,  gray,  impalpable,  knows  that 
his  thoughts  are  vague  as  they. 

And  yet  in  his  hand  still  lies  the 
lying  letter,  and  it  is  his  hand  that  is 
to  deliver  it.  His  to  pronounce  her 
doom  ! 

He  has  been  the  one  selected  by  the 
betrayer  of  Maden  to  bring  down  ruin 
on  Cecil's  gentle  life.  Oh,  monstrous 
thought !  Better — far  better — to  dare  her 
anger,  her  righteous  indignation,  and  after 
that  her  terrible  humiliation,  and  lay  bare 
to  her  the  character  of  the  man  she,  in 
her  purity,  loved. 

But  his  oath  !  It  all  comes  back  to 
him  suddenly.  His  oath  to  Maden  never 
to  betray  her  secret — an  oath  so  freely 
taken   only  a  few  minutes   ago.     Already 
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it  begins   to   gall  him.     No.     He  cannot 
warn  Cecil,  but 

A  thought  has  struck  him  ;  he  turns 
quietly  to  Miss  Royce. 

'  I  cannot  betray  a  trust/  says  he. 
'  But  you — there  is  a  straight  course  for 
you.  Why,  if  you  wish  to  keep  Fenton, 
not  go  to  Miss  Fairfax  and  tell  her  what 
you  have  told  to  me  ?' 

'  Oh,  coward !'  says  she.  *  Are  you 
afraid  to  face  her,  then  ?' 

'  I  am/  says  he  coldly.  '  And  I  am 
coward  enough,  too,  to  shrink  from  break- 
ing my  promise  to  you  to  hold  your  secret 
sacred.' 

This  should  have  moved  her,  and  it  does, 
but  not  enough.  To  dissuade  her  from  her 
full  desire  would  have  taken  much  more 
than  honour,  or  kindliness,  or  .  .  .  torture  ! 
So  is  she  built. 

Verschoyle  presses  his  question  : 

'  You  will  tell  Miss  Fairfax  ?' 

'  No  ' — the  refusal  rings  out  clear — *  I 
shall  never  tell  her ;  but — I  shall  wait.' 

'  Wait !     For  what  ?' 
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'  For  the  marriage-day.  After  that  I 
shall  wait,  too.' 

'  You  have  some  horrible  thought  in 
your  mind,'  says  Anthony  violently.  '  Say 
it!' 

'  Would  you  hear  it  ?'  She  laughs  im- 
perfectly. *  Well,  I  shall  wait  until  he  and 
she  are  one.  That  is  the  good  old  phrase, 
is  it  not  ? — one  !'  Her  black,  soft  eyes 
now  gleam  with  a  diabolical  fire.  '  And 
when  they  are  one  ' — a  little  rippling 
laugh  passes  her  lips — '  I  shall  tell  her — 

aiir 

'  That,'  says  Verschoyle,  speaking  with 
difficulty  because  of  the  rage  within  him, 
'  would  be  the  work  of  a  devil !  And  you' 
— slowly — '  don't  look  like  that.' 

'  No  ?'  She  laughs  again.  '  You  are 
ignorant,  then,  in  some  points.  I  told  you 
you  were  a  good  man.  Good  men  never 
know  anything ;  it  is  their  prerogative. 
Yet  I ' — with  a  most  audacious  smile — 
*  am  not  a  man,  and  I  know  everything. 
You,  very  courteously,  say  I  am  not  like 
a    devil.     Let    me    tell    you,   however — I 
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like  to  be  honest,  you  know,  when '— 
with  a  shrug— 'it  suits  me— let  me  tell 
you,  then,  just  now,  that  if  I'm  not  a 
devil  exactly,  I'— ominously— 'y?e/  like 
one  !' 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

*  '*  Is  this,"  quoth  she,  "  the  cause  of  your  unrest  ?" 

'*  Yea,  certainly,"  quoth  he,  "  no  wonder  is." 

"  Now,  sir,"  quoth  she,  "  I  could  amend  all  this." ' 

M  THINK  you  are  wronging  yourself,'  says 
Verschoyle  calmly.  '  I  do  not  believe, 
even  now,  after  all  you  have  said,  that  you 
would  deliberately  hurt  a — a  girl  who  had 
never  hurt  you  in  any  way.' 

'  Oh  yes,  I  would,'  says  Miss  Royce,  the 
old  inscrutable  look  growing  in  her  dark 
and  lovely  eyes.  '  Don't  count  on  that.' 
She  glances  at  him.  '  If  he  marries,  I 
shall  make,  not  only  him,  but ' — with  the 
most  charming  air  and  a  quick  smile — 
'  Miss  Fairfax,  very  uncomfortable  indeed.' 

Her  voice  is  quite  even. 

'  Is  there  no  gratitude  in  you  ?'  demands 
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Verschoyle  sternly.  *  She  was  kind  to  you. 
Even   now — she  defends    you.   .   .  .  Only 

to-day '     He  stops  for" a  moment,  as  if 

unable  to  go  on.  '  She  liked  you/  says  he 
presently,  in  a  low  voice.  '  Surely  you 
would  not  harm  her  ?' 

'  Her  !'  She  represses  herself  by  a 
violent  effort,  a  dangerous  light  growing  in 
her  eyes  the  while ;  and  then,  all  at  once, 
the  barrier  is  cast  aside,  and  her  passion 
bursts  forth.  ^  Harm  her  ! — the  woman 
who  would  take  him  from  me  !  the 
woman  for  whom,  because  of  her  accursed 
money,  he  would  cast  me  aside  !'  She 
looks  like  a  fury  as  she  speaks.  '  Harm 
her !  I  tell  you,  I  would  willingly  kill 
her !'  Her  eyes  are  blazing.  Then,  all  at 
once,  just  as  he  is  preparing  himself  for  a 
further  outburst,  her  strange,  versatile  mind 
undergoes  a  change.  The  storm  dies  away, 
giving  place  to  a  look  of  cold  resentment, 
of  vindictive  hatred.  '  Beyond  doubt  I 
shall  harm  her,  whenever  I  get  the  chance,' 
says  she.  The  tone  is  low,  but  Verschoyle 
knows    that    she    means   every  syllable   of 
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what  she  has  said,  and  what  she  is  saying. 
*  And  if  the  chance  does  not  suggest  itself, 
I  shall  make  one.  She  has  shown  no  mercy 
to  me  ;   I  shall  show  none  to  her.' 

She  nods  her  head  slowly,  and  again  he 
can  see  the  strength  that  lies  beneath  the 
childish  face. 

*  Yet  she  befriended  you.' 

'  As  a  queen  might  a  beggar ' — con- 
temptuously. 

^  Surely  that  is  both  unjust  and  un- 
gracious.' 

'  It  may  be  ' — calmly.  '  But  \i she  were 
the  beggar,  and  I  the  queen,  I  should  still 
hate  her,  because  she  comes  between  him 
and  me.' 

*  Is  she,  then,  to  bear  all  the  blame — she 
who  is  blameless  ?' 

*  AIL' 

*■  Look  here,'  says  Verschoyle  suddenly, 
'  I  don't  believe  you  know  what  you  are 
saying.  Such  injustice  is  mere  madness. 
Clear  your  mind,  and  remember  only  that 
she  was  a  friend  to  you,  when  few  others 
were.' 
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Miss  Royce's  face  remains  immovable. 

'  So  were  you,'  says  she ;  *  and  so  you 
are,  I  shall  never  forget  this  hour,  or ' — 
earnestly — '  you.  As  for  her  .  .  .  Well ' — 
with  a  bitter  smile  that  sits  most  sadly  on 
her  youthful  face — *  I  shall  never  forget 
her,  either;  I  shall  remember  her  until 
death  takes  one  of  us.  I  tell  you  all  this 
because  I  like  you,  and  because  I  think 
you  would  be  happy  with  her.  And  I  tell 
it  you,  too,  because  I  want  you' — indicating 
the  letter  by  a  gesture — ^  to  destroy  that. 
.  .  .  Burn  that  lie  in  your  hand,  Mr.  Ver- 
schoyle ' — in  an  eager  yet  stifled  tone. 
'  Think — think  what  it  means  to  you  and 
me  !  .  .  .  And  he  doesn't  care  for  her,  and 
it  is  my  life  ' — gasping — ^  yours  and  mine  ! 
Burn  it !  burn  it  !'^ — she  breaks  down — 
'  oh,  do  !  do  !' 

Again  the  mobile  face  has  changed.  The 
most  pitiful  expression  has  taken  the  place 
of  the  late  revengeful  one. 

*  Miss  Royce ' 

'  Ah,  no,  not  that  tone !  .  .  .  Make 
yourself  happy — and  me,  too.' 
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'  I  cannot,'  says  Verschoyle  hoarsely. 

*  It  is  all  over,  then/  says  she.  She 
comes  forward.  '  It  only  remains  to  me 
to  go — and  meet  Sidney.' 

It  is  a  parting  shaft,  and  Anthony  pales 
beneath  it,  but  still  is  firm.  He  makes  a 
decisive  movement  of  his  head ;  then,  seeing 
her  turn  away,  says  quietly : 

'  You  are  not  going  like  this.  You 
cannot  possibly  go  until  you  have  had 
something  to  eat.' 

Her  pallor,  her  despair,  has  smitten  him. 

*  No,  I  want  nothing;  no — really,  Mr. 
Verschoyle,  I  mean  it.  Please ' — in  a 
hurried  way,  seeing  him  going  towards  the 
bell — *  do  not  call  anyone.  I ' — painfully 
— '  would  rather  not  have  it  known  that  I 
was  here,  or  anywhere  in  this  neighbour- 
hood.' 

'  But '  begins  Verschoyle. 

She  certainly  looks  very  faint  and  ill, 
but  he  sees  at  once  her  horror  of  making 
her  presence  known.  He  turns  silently  to 
a  little  cabinet,  opens  it,  and  brings  out 
some  wine  and  a  tin  of  biscuits. 
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'  You  will,  at  all  events,  take  this  ?'  says 
he. 

He  pours  some  sherry  into  a  glass,  and 
takes  it  to  her,  with  the  biscuits.  She 
shakes  her  head  at  the  latter. 

'  I  couldn't  eat,'  says  she  faintly. 

She  takes  the  glass  he  offers  her,  how- 
ever, and  drinks  its  contents  eagerly ;  her 
throat,  her  lips,  her  heart,  poor  soul !  are 
all  parched.  A  painful  pity  for  her  fills 
Verschoyle's  soul. 

'  Can't  I  send  you  to  your  train  ?'  asks 
he  anxiously.  *  You  look  very  tired — done 
up,  don't  you  know.' 

His  nervousness  makes  him  a  little  gar- 
rulous. 

*  Oh  no,  thank  you.  People ' — with  a 
terribly  sad  glance  at  him — '  such  as  I  am 
flit  here  and  there ;  they  are  never  sent 
anywhere.' 

*'  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  send  you  any- 
where,' says  Verschoyle,  with  extreme 
courtesy.  '  I  feel ' — he  hesitates — '  Miss 
Royce,  may  I  say  that  my  cousin's  con- 
duct towards  you  is ' 
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She  throws  up  a  small  clenched  hand. 

'  Not  a  word  !' 

'  I  am  silent,  then/ 

Verschoyle's  grave  face  looks  almost 
handsome  now.  His  heart,  indeed,  is  full 
of  pity,  of  almost  admiration,  for  her. 

*  I  will  not  hear  anything  against  him  !' 
says  Miss  Royce.  '  No ;  I  have  told  you 
it  was  my  fault.  ...  As  for  this  ' — she 
lowers  her  eyes,  and  a  little  shudder  goes 
through  her — '  he — he  must  answer  for 
himself.     I  do  not  condemn  him.' 

Her  loyalty,  in  the  face  of  her  own 
destruction,  works  even  a  stronger  pity  in 
the  heart  of  Anthony.  It  wakes,  too,  a 
mad  rage  against  Sidney,  and  words  are  on 
his  lips  to  denounce  him,  to  scathe  him ; 
but  all  at  once  he  knows  that  such  scathing 
will  only  augment  the  wound  in  the  poor 
girl's  heart,  and  he  draws  back  the  words 
that  were  almost  said.  Instead,  seeing  her 
white  and  miserable  yet  steadfast  little 
face,  he  seeks  to  give  her  comfort — of  a 
sort. 

*  If  I    may  not  speak  of  that,'  says  he 
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very  kindly,  '  I  may  speak,  perhaps,  of 
your  generosity.  You  have  a  good  heart 
indeed.     As  for  him ' 

She  interrupts  him  violent! v  : 

'  No ;   I  will  not  hear  it  i' 

*  I  was  not  going  to  oifend  you  in  any 
way,  believe  me/  says  Verschoyle  gently ; 
*  I  shall  not  say  one  word  against  my 
cousin.  Indeed ' — slowly — '  I  think,  per- 
haps, had  happier  times  been  his,  he  would 
have  been  a  better  man.  I ' — meeting  her 
eager,  expectant  eyes — '  think  that,  at  heart, 
there  is  some  good  in  him.' 

It  is  the  faint  praise  that  damns,  but 
Maden  does  not  see  that.  A  light  of  glow- 
ing joy  springs  into  her  small  face,  and 
with  the  joy  is  gratitude,  so  great  as  hardly 
to  be  determined. 

'Oh,  you  are  right,'  cries  she ;  '  there  is 
good  in  him  !'  She  clasps  her  hands  sud- 
denly over  her  eyes,  pressing  them — pressing 
them.  *  Dear,  dear  God  !  how  unhappy  I 
am  !  Oh,  there  is  good  in  Sidney  !  And  ' 
— her  hands  falling  away  from  her  miser- 
able eyes — '  you  are  as  Heaven  itself;  you. 
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alone  have  seen  that  he  is  not — not  alto- 
gether bad — as  some,  perhaps,  would  have 

it; 

For  the  first  time  in  all  this  terrible 
interviev^,  tears  rise  in  her  eyes,  gleam 
there  for  a  moment,  then  disappear.  With 
almost  superhuman  strength  she  controls 
her  weakness.  She  makes  a  movement 
towards  Verschoyle. 

'  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me,'  says 
she.  ^  I  think  there  are  very  few  who 
would  have  shown  me  so  much — courtesy. 
I  like  to  say  this  to  you  now,  as  I  suppose 
it  is  the  last  time  we  shall  meet.  But — I 
shall  remember  your  kindness  always.  A 
small  return,  but  all  I  can  make.' 

She  smiles  forlornly,  and,  as  if  involun- 
tarily, makes  the  usual  customary  ges- 
ture of  farewell.  Quickly  remembering, 
she  draws  back  her  hand.  It  is  the  most 
pitiful  thing.  Verschoyle's  blood  mounts 
to  his  face. 

'  Won't  vou  shake  hands  with  me  V 
asks  he. 

'  Would  you  shake  hands  with  such  as 
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me  ?'  returns  she  with  a  hard,  forced 
little  smile,  sadder  than  any  tears. 

^  Miss  Royce  !  I  wish  you  would  not 
speak  to  me  like  that  !'  exclaims  Anthony, 
his  manhood  rising  in  arms.  Taking  her 
hand  in  spite  of  her,  he  holds  it  firmly, 
and  with  the  usual  warmth  that  one  would 
show  to  a  friend.  Poor,  poor  little  soul  ! 
God  help  her  !  '  Do  you  think  I  judge 
you  T  says  he.     '  I  judge  him.' 

'  No.'  She  puts  up  one  hand  quietly. 
'  No,  I  suppose  you  cannot  see  it  .  .  . 
but  if  he  is  not,  in  my  sight,  the  most 
righteous  man  on  earth,  he  is  certainly 
— the  dearest !' 

She  turns  and  goes  quietly  to  the  open 
window;  as  she  steps  into  the  veranda 
she  looks  back. 

'  You  will  burn  it,  I  think,'  says  she.  *  If 
you  dont — you  know  the  consequences.' 

Verschoyle  shakes  his  head. 

*  Oh  yes — you  will!  you  will!'  Moving 
away,  a  last  word  comes  from  her  :  '  Of 
course  you  will.' 

She  disappears  into  the  night. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

*  Where  are  thy  terrors,  Conscience  ? 
Where  thy  justice  ?' 

She  is  gone^  and  Anthony  is  left  alone, 
the  letter  still  within  his  grasp. 

For  a  long  time  he  stands  motionless, 
forgetful  of  the  fact  that  he  is  standing, 
gazing  with  frowning  brows  into  the 
fire. 

What  an  infernal  scoundrel ! 

His  mind  seems  a  blank  but  for  this 
one  thought.  It  seems  to  swallow  up 
all  others.  What,  indeed,  is  there  to  think 
of  but  Fenton's  baseness,  his  incredible 
audacity,  his 

Great  Heaven  !  who  would  have  sus- 
pected it  ?  First  to  take  away  that  poor 
child,    and    then,    when    tired    of  her,   to 
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come  back  here — here,  and  on  the  very 
ground  of  his  abominable  intrigue,  to  make 
love  to  another^ — to  seek  to  bolster  up  his 
own  falling  fortunes  with — with  Cecil's 
fortune  ! 

As  Cecil's  name  comes  to  him,  so  does 
all  the  rest,  and,  dropping  into  a  chair, 
he  gives  his  mind  full  sway.  He  re- 
members how,  not  an  hour  ago,  with 
growing  rage,  he  had  heard  Fenton  speak, 
in  his  cynical  way,  of  his  possible  mar- 
riage with  Cecil — a  marriage  that  was  to 
be  all  love  on  her  side,  none  on  his. 
But  the  indignation  he  then  felt  sinks  into 
a  feeble  resentment,  when  compared  with 
the  fury  that  now  possesses  him. 

Was  it  Heaven  or  Hell  sent  that  girl 
to-night  to  tell  him  of  her  connection 
with  this  man  ?  Man  !  the  word  is  too 
line — this  scoundrel  who,  having  destroyed 
the  life  of  one  human  creature,  would 
now  with  smiling  face  begin  the  destruc- 
tion of  another.  For  Cecil,  with  her 
delicate  sensibilities,  her  high  ideals,  would 
be  not  one  v/hit  less  miserable  with  him, 
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as  his  wife,  than  the  other — poor  soul  ! — 
has  been  as  his  mistress.  Surely  it  was 
Heaven  sent  the  warning,  before  this 
letter,  that  must  now  be  considered  fatal, 
should   be    sent.     A   warning    to   stay   his 

hand,  to He   rises  and  goes  to   the 

hearthrug.  The  fire  seems  to  draw  him. 
Leaning  his  arm  upon  the  mantelpiece, 
he  looks  down  into  the  glowing,  inviting 
flames  beneath. 

'  Burn  it,'  she  had  said ;  and  Maden's 
face,  as  she  stood  before  him,  now  fierce, 
now  beseeching,  shines  at  him  out  of  the 
heart  of  the  fire.  Her  own  heart  had  not 
burned  more  fiercely  with  her  wrongs — 
her  fears. 

'  You  love  her  !  Will  you,  then,  sacrifice 
her  ?'  Maden's  voice  rings  in  his  ears. 
Her  presence  seems  still  to  pervade  the 
silent,  darkened  library.  '  I  shall  follow 
her.'  She  had  been  threatening  then,  and 
there  was  not  only  a  threat,  but  defiance 
and  determination  in  her  air — a  deter- 
mination to  ruin  Cecil's  life  should  Fenton 
marrv  her.     '  I  shall  tell  her  '  ;  and  then 
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again,  '  So  long  as  he  and  I  are  alive  I 
shall  follow  him  '  ;  and  again,  '  He  has 
shown  no  mercy  to  me  ;  I  shall  show  none 
to  /ler.' 

She  meant  it.  She  meant  every  word 
she  said,  and  therefore  this  letter — he 
crushes  it  between  his  fingers — when  sent, 
will  condemn  Cecil  to  a  life  of  long,  of 
sure  misery,  to  a  regret  too  terrible  for 
contemplation. 

He  knows  Cecil  as  perhaps  no  one  else 
does,  his  love  for  her  having  created  a 
clear  path  to  her  mind — her  purity,  her 
contemptuous  horror  of  deceit,  of  treachery 
of  any  kind.  And  surely  Fenton's  pro- 
posal to  her  under  the  present  circum- 
stances is  the  deepest  of  all  treacheries, 
the  basest  of  all  deceptions.  He  draws 
his  clasped  hands  from  behind  his  back, 
and  glances  at  the  superscription  oq  the 
letter  : 

'  Miss  Fairfax, 

'  Fairtown' 

It  is  no  doubt  open  to  him  to  go  to  her. 
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to  lay  the  bare,  disreputable  facts  before 
her,  to  give  voice  to  the  whole  painful 
story.  It  is  open  to  him,  but,  as  he 
knows,  impossible.  He  has  given  his  oath 
to  that  poor  girl  to  hold  her  sad  secret 
sacred,  and  an  oath  once  given  is  not  to  be 
recalled  ;  and  he  knows,  too,  that  had  it  to 
be  given  all  over  again  he  would  still 
adhere  to  that  oath  ;  or — an  oath  never 
given — he  would  still  have  found  it  im- 
possible to  give  to  the  world  Maden's 
most  melancholy  story. 

As  it  is,  she  has  thrown  herself  upon  his 
honour — upon  his  mercy,  which,  perhaps, 
means  the  same  thing.  No,  he  cannot 
betray  her. 

The  letter  !  The  letter,  then.  What 
is  to  be  done  with  it  ?  .  .  .  Is  it  to  go  to 
Cecil,  for  her  everlasting  despair  ?  A 
horrible  pang  of  jealousy  at  his  heart 
warns  him  that  if  it  is  sent  to  Cecil  she 
will  undoubtedly  accept  the  proposal  it 
contains.  She  will  not  even  hesitate. 
She  will  accept  the  dishonourable  thing, 
believing  it,  in  the  light  of  her  own  sweet- 
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ness,  to  be  true  and  earnest — the  outcome 
of  a  heart  devoted  to  her. 

And  once  accepted,  the  sorry  farce  will 
be  carried  out  to  the  end.  She,  the  wife, 
believing  always,  loving,  trusting^until 
the  crash  comes.  He,  the  husband,  acting 
a  sordid  part,  and,  no  doubt,  longing  for 
the  crash  that  will  be  her  doom  and  his 
release.  No  doubt  he  will  so  manage  as 
to  make  the  terms  of  their  separation  very 
advantageous  for  himself. 

Great  Heaven,  what  a  prospect  for 
her! 

And  here,  in  his  hands — in  the  hands  of 
the  man  who  truly  loves  her — her  fate 
lies.  He  looks  again  at  the  letter.  .  .  . 
Her  fate  !  A  small,  plaintive  voice  comes 
back  again. 

'  You  love  her  ;  will  you,  then,  sacrifice 
her  ?' 

He  draws  his  breath  sharply.  If  the 
letter  goes  she  will  be  sacrificed,  and  by 

him — by    him  !      But He    leans    a 

little  heavily  on  the  mantelshelf  now, 
and    a    slight    moisture    grows    upon    his 


54  A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

brow.  .  .  .  But  how  if  it  should  not  go  ? 
If  she  should  never  get  it  ? 

Instinctively  the  hand  holding  the  letter 
thrusts  itself  towards  the  fire — then  is 
drawn  back  ap:ain.  No :  the  end  is  not 
yet. 

Fenton  had  said  in  it  that  if  he  got  no 
answer  to-morrow  he  would  accept  her 
silence  as  refusal.  So.  .  .  .  His  brows 
meet  in  frowning  thought.  .  .  .  Should 
Cecil  not  get  this  infamous  letter,  then, 
certainly,  she  can  send  no  answer,  and 
there  will  be  an  end  to  it  all. 

Once  again  he  holds  out  his  hand,  with 
the  letter  in  it,  holding  it  over  the 
brightest  flame,  and  once  again  he  draws 
it  back. 

Oh  for  a  just  decision !  If  only  he 
himself  did  not  love  her,  it  might  be  easily 
made,  but 

Is  it,  then,  because  he  loves  her,  he  has 
not  the  strength  to  save  her  ?  '  You  love 
her ;  will  you,  then,  sacrifice  her  ?'  The 
wild,  plaintive  voice  of  the  woman  Fenton 
has  so   cruelly  wronged  rings  in  his  ears 
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again.  Shall  he  send  the  letter,  and  thus, 
wilfully — knowing  all  things — make  the 
one  woman  he  loves  unhappy  for  life, 
or 

The  minutes  speed  by.  The  sudden 
striking  of  the  little  ormolu  clock  upon 
the  mantelshelf  reminds  him  that  now  or 
never  is  his  decision  to  be  made.  If  she 
gets  it  within  half  an  hour  she  will  be  able 
to  answer  it  in  time  for  the  post  that  will 
reach  Ingham  to-morrow  morning.  If 
not 

Mechanically  he  rouses  himself  and 
goes  to  the  bell.  He  can  summon  a 
messenger.  Of  course,  she  must  have  it. 
Of  course — she 

His  hand  is  on  the  bell. 

Suddenly  he  turns,  walks  quickly  to  the 
fire,  and  in  a  moment  the  letter  is  caught 
in  the  flames  and  reduced  to  a  filmy, 
blackened  nothing. 

^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

He  watches  it  as  it  grows  lighter,  and 
still  ever  lighter — this  small  bit  of  useless 
burnt  paper  that  a  moment  ago  had  held 
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the  meaning  of  four  lives — till  at  last,  a 
draught  catching  it,  it  floats  upwards  and  is 
lost  for  ever  in  the  recesses  of  the  chimney. 
So  it  is  gone ! 

He  had  watched  its  going  with  a  strange 
fascination,  but  now  that  it  is  beyond  his 
sight  the  glamour  is  broken,  and  the 
enormity  of  this  thing  that  he  has  done 
comes  home  to  him,  and  with  it  a  great 
horror. 

Dishonour  ! 

The  word  brings  a  hot  flush  to  his  fore- 
head. It  seems  to  crush  him.  He  who 
had  held  his  head  so  high,  who  had  spent 
so  many  hours  only  this  very  night  in 
scorning  Fenton,  how  is  he  now  superior 
to  him?  Truly,  dishonour  has  come  to 
sit  and  sup  with  him  to-night,  to  be  his 
guest  for  ever. 

A  mad  desire  to  retrace  his  steps  takes 
possession  of  him.  One  boat  must  be  left 
.  .  .  he  cannot  have  burned  them  a//.  It 
is  still  possible  to  write  to  Fenton — to 
explain.  .  .  .  That  will  be,  however,  to 
betray  the  secret  Miss  Royce  gave  into  his 
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keeping ;  but,  then,  only  to  her  betrayer — 
scarcely  to  be  called  a  treachery.  And 
even  now  she  must  be  with  him,  and  has, 
no  doubt,  told  him  all — her  knowledge  of 
the  contents  of  the  letter,  her  interview 
with  him,  Verschoyle — all. 

Yes,  he  will  write  to  Sidney,  openly 
declare  his  knowledge  of  his  past,  of  his 
relations  with  Miss  Royce,  and  explain 
how,  on  the  head  of  it,  he  had  destroyed 
the  letter  committed  to  his  care,  believing, 
if  it  were  sent,  it  might  cause  grave 
trouble  to  Cecil  in  the  future.  If  Sidney 
should,  after  this,  still  have  the  want  of 
conscience  to  press  his  suit  on  Miss  Fairfax, 
he  must,  at  all  events,  find  another  means 
of  conveying  his  proposal  to  her.  He, 
Anthony,  declined  to  be  associated  with  it 
in  any  way.  In  the  meantime,  Sidney 
might  understand  that  the  infamous  story 
of  his  conduct  towards  a  young  girl  living 
under  his  aunt's  protection  would  be  a 
dangerous  thing  to  give  to  the  world.  It 
should  remain  a  secret  between  him  and 
*  Yours  faithfully,  Anthony  Verschoyle.' 
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When  Verschoyle,  after  many  attempts, 
finally  knocks  off  this  explanation  to  his 
cousin,  and  looks  at  the  clock,  he  finds  it 
is  already  too  late  for  the  next  post,  that 
would  have  taken  it  to  Ingham  in  time  to 
be  delivered  at  mid-day  to-morrow.  He 
gives  way  to  a  burst  of  rage,  born  of  his 
desire  to  get  this  disgraceful  act  of  his  set 
right,  and,  as  a  first  thought,  decides  on 
sending  a  groom  post-haste  to  Ingham, 
riding  half  through  the  night  if  need  be. 
He  does  not  know  the  exact  mileage 
between  here  and  Ingham.  A  moment's 
thought,  however,  cools  him  down.  Such 
a  long  ride  at  this  hour  would  give  rise  to 
speculation  in  the  servants'-hall,  the  usual 
hotbed  of  most  private  scandals ;  and 
should  the  groom  he  sent  by  chance  dis- 
cover that  Miss  Royce  was  also  at  Ingham, 
why,  then — then  .  .  .  why,  then  it  would 
come  to  Cecil's  ears,  and  hurt  her  to  her 
white  heart's  core. 

No ;  he  will  wait.  It  is  unfortunate, 
irritating,  but  not  of  any  serious  import- 
ance.    Fenton  will  certainly  go  straight  to 
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his  rooms  in  town  from  Ingham,  and  there 
receive  the  letter.  It  will  be  the  delay  of 
only  a  few  hours  really,  and  from  town  he 
can,  if  he  is  so  greatly  daring,  write  again 
to  Cecil. 

And  he  will — Verschoyle  feels  sure  of 
this.  His  hand  shakes  as  he  re-addresses 
the  letter  that  is,  at  all  events,  to  explain 
to  Fenton  the  dishonourable  act  of  which 
he  has  been  guilty. 

He  stands  up,  and  takes  a  step  towards 
the  door  with  the  intention  of  putting  the 
letter  in  the  bag,  then  stops.  What  is  this 
thing  he  is  doing?  Saving  his  own  honour 
at  the  cost  of  her  misery — the  misery  of 
the  woman  he  loves  ! 

'  Will  you  sacrifice  her,  then  V 

His  conscience  will  be  clear.  Cecil's 
life  will  be  one  long  torture.  Could  selfish- 
ness go  deeper?  As  in  a  dream  he  can  see 
her — proud,  cold,  uncomplaining  to  the 
last,  but  with  a  soul  killed,  a  heart  crushed, 
lifeless,  desecrated. 

No — a  thousand  times  no  !  A  smothered 
cry  breaks  from  him.     The  dishonour,  the 
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shame,  be  his — the  humiliation,  if  the 
truth  be  ever  known  ;  but  for  her — safety, 
calm,  peace  ...  an  escape  from  such  stress 
and  storm  as  in  her  pure  heart  had  never 
been  so  much  as  imagined. 

He  walks  to  the  fire,  very  deliberately 
this  time,  and  flings  his  own  letter  into  it, 
after  Sidney's.  His  face  has  a  determined 
look  in  it  as  he  turns  away.  There  is  no 
fear,  no  remorse,  now.  His  mind  is  quite 
made  up  and  satisfied,  whatever  the  conse- 
quences of  his  act  may  be.  He  has  done 
his  best  for  her ;  it  is  a  point  of  conscience. 
Well,  if  he  is  wrong,  why,  it  is  his  con- 
science, not  hers,  that  will  go  to  the  wall. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

*  For  what  wert  thou  to  me  ? 
How  shall  I  say?' 

February  has  slipped  easily  into  March, 
and  March — noisiest  of  months, 

*  Whose  blithe  reveille  blows  from  hill  to  hill ' 

— has  given  place  to  April,  and  all  day  long 
death  is  giving  place  to  life. 

The  little  beechlings — tiny,  baby  things, 
with  only  two  soft,  rounded  leaves,  the 
backs  of  which  gleam  in  the  fitful  sunlight 
like  white  satin — are  swaying  faintly  in  the 
lively  breeze.  It  seems  almost  past  belier 
that  these  delicate  things  can  ever  reach  to 
man's  estate,  ever  grow  to  the  size  of  their 
giant  forefathers,  up,  up,  above  them, 
sheltering  them  with  their  broad  branches. 
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Yet  grow  they  do,  and  so  do  all  the  rest  of 
the  sweet  nurslings  in  this  best  of  all  pos- 
sible months. 

Dear  Spring  !  of  whom  one's  thoughts 
grow  always  dearer ;  who  catches  one  with 
a  madness  when  young,  with  a  tenderness 
when  old.  When  its  thrall  is  on  us,  how 
are  we  to  escape  it,  to  think  of  anything 
but — 

*  Of  Spring  which  breaks  with  all  her  leaves, 
Of  birds  that  build  in  thatch  and  eaves, 
Of  woodlands  where  the  throstle  calls, 
Of  girls  that  gather  cowslip  balls. 

*  *  *  * 

Of  brooks  that  sing  by  brambly  ways  ?' 

With  the  coming  of  the  late  spring  has 
come,  too,  to  Hillesden  the  announcement 
first  of  Miss  Fairfax's  engagement  to 
Anthony  Verschoyle,  to  be  followed  very 
shortly  after  by  the  marriage  itself.  The 
bridegroom  had  brooked  no  delay,  and  the 
bride  had  given  in  to  his  wishes  with  what 
seemed,  to  Hillesden  upper,  extraordinary 
indifference ;  to  Hillesden  lower,  very  un- 
necessary obedience  before  marriage. 
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Anthony  had  waited  many  weeks  before 
asking  her  to  marry  him — waited  for 
another  sign  from  Fenton,  but  plainly 
nothing  came.  Later  on  he  heard  he  had 
gone  abroad.  Cecil  had  heard  it,  too — 
with  what  mingled  feelings  of  shame  and 
grief  no  man,  or  woman  either,  for  the 
matter  of  that,  ever  knew.  The  scene  on 
the  terrace,  when  he  had  held  her  hand — 
had  said  words  that  she  fondly  believed 
contained  the  germs  of  a  declaration  ot 
love  to  her — is  always  with  her.  She  had 
waited  that  evening,  and  all  next  day, 
dreaming  of  his  return;  and  even  when 
she  knew  that  he  had  gone — gone  without 
a  final  glance,  even — she  still  for  many  days 
dwelt  on  the  thought  of  a  day  that  would 
bring  a  letter  from  him  to  her,  that  should 
dissolve  all  her  doubts,  and  change  them 
into  happy  certainties. 

But  that  day  never  came,  and  slowly, 
slowly,  she  woke  to  the  fact  that  he  had 
never  loved  her,  or  else  that,  loving  her 
(in  her  inmost  soul  she  believed  in  his 
love),  he  had  found  good  reason  to  abstain 
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from   attaching    himself  to    her    for    life. 
And  so  he 

'  Loved,  and  he  rode  away.' 

She  had  a  great  deal  of  pride,  and  she 
rose  to  the  occasion.  Whatever  she  suf- 
fered, she  and  her  heart  knew  only,  and  to 
the  outer  world  she  was  as  she  had  ever 
been — calm,  sweet,  sympathetic.  But  in 
silence,  when  alone  in  the  darkness  of  the 
growing,  warm  spring  nights,  she  suffered. 
It  seemed  to  her  that  she  was  left  alone — 
desolate — one  sad  creature  without  kith  or 
kin  !  All  the  sweetness  of  the  growing 
year  was  around  her  ;  all  things  grew  and 
loved;  she — she  alone — was  unsought. 

She  read  a  good  deal  at  this  time,  pre- 
ferring saddest  thoughts,  and  at  night  some 
of  them  would  come  and  stay  with  her, 
cruelly  tormenting  her,  and  making  the 
tired  eyes  drop  their  usual  tears  faster  and 
faster. 

*  Bees  hum  all  day  amid  the  young  spring  leaves, 
The  rooks  caw  loud  from  every  elm-tree  bough, 
The  sparrows  twitter  in  the  old  church  eaves, 
But  no  voice  cries  for  me,  or  calls  me  now.' 
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To  such  sad  beliefs  she  gave  herself, 
until  Anthony,  taking  heart  of  grace  from 
her  very  indifference  to  all  things  in  this 
'  languorous  spring,'  made  love  to  her  in 
strong,  right-down  fashion,  and  so  in  mea- 
sure changed  her  mood.  Impossible  to  say 
to  one's  self  that  '  No  voice  calls  me  now,' 
when  a  lover's  voice  is  ever  at  your  ear. 

In  time  Cecil  grew  contented,  if  not 
satisfied ;  and  from  being  contented,  to — 
in  spite  of  herself — find  much  comfort  in 
Tony's  presence.  It  even  came  natural  to 
her,  after  a  week's  engagement,  to  call 
him  Tony  always,  without  an  occasional 
Anthony — much  to  Lady  Maria's  delight, 
who  saw  in  it  a  touch  of  growing  love  for 
Verschoyle,  and  who,  being  very  fond  of 
Cecil,  was  charmed  at  the  approaching 
m^arriagc.  She  had  been  somewhat  sur- 
prised at  the  girl's  ready  acceptance  of 
Anthony's  proposal,  because,  although 
always  eager  to  receive  Cecil  as  a  daughter- 
in-law,  she  had  not  believed  she  was  in 
love  with  her  son.  But  once  the  engage- 
ment   became   un  fait    accompli^   she    told 

VOL.  III.  38 
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Mrs.  Verschoylc  (who  felt  secretly  a  little 
uneasy  about  the  success  of  the  marriage) 
that  she  was  the  happiest  mother  alive. 

And  so  it  took  place.  Carry  Desmond, 
who  was  chief  bridesmaid,  in  a  charming 
gown  bought  out  of  the  few  pounds  left 
over  from  the  payment  of  auntie's  debt 
after  the  sale  of  the  rabbits,  thought  Cecil 
very  pale,  but  wonderfully  bright. 

'  And,  you  know,  Richie,  I  quite  looked 
for  other  things  ;  because,  as  I  told  you 
often,  Fm  perfectly  sure  she  was  in  love 
with  Sidney.   You  remember  my  saying  it.' 

'  Yes ;  and  as  I  said  then  I  say  now — 
rot !'  says  Mr.  Amyot.  '  I  wonder  how  a 
sensible  girl  like  you  can  imagine  such  a 
folly  as  that.' 

'  It  isn't  folly  ' — angrily.  '  Only ' — con- 
temptuously—  'you  can't  see  anything; 
men  never  can  !' 

'  That's  right  ;  give  yourself  airs,'  says 
Mr.  Amyot.  '  Of  course,  now  you  have 
taken  to  bree ' 

The  remainder  of  his  sentence,  for  one 
strong  reason,  is  lost  to  posterity. 


CHAPTER   XLVI. 

*  Is  it  rapture  or  terror  that  circles  me  round,  and 
invades 
Each  vein  of  my  life  with  hope — if  it  be  not  fear?' 

And  now  the  marriage  is  over,  and  here, 
in  this  great  world  of  London,  in  this  big 
hotel,  where  Anthony  has  secured  rooms 
for  them,  Cecil  begins  to  feel  herself  a 
little  lost.  For  one  thing,  she  has  just 
discovered  that  her  maid  has  forgotten  to 
put  in  her  evening  shoes,  of  all  things  ; 
and  her  maid  is  not  expected  to  join  her 
until  nine  to-night.  How  on  earth  is  she 
to  get  on  without  them  ?  She  has  pulled 
off  her  walking  shoes  and  her  stockings 
with  a  view  to  putting  on  a  dainty  pair  of 
embroidered  ones,  and  an  even  daintier 
pair  of  shoes,   and  is   now  standing  with 
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her  little  naked  feet  thrust  into  her  red 
Turkish  bath  slippers. 

Ah,  she  ought  to  have  brought  Hatchett 
with  her.  She  could  have  gone  into 
Regent  Street  and  bought  her  a  pair  of 
shoes  in  a  moment.  And  now  Anthony  is 
waiting  for  her  in  the  charming  little  sitting- 
room  just  across  the  corridor,  and 

Suddenly  it  occurs  to  her  that  Anthony 
might  be  of  use  on  this  disastrous  occa- 
sion. Anthony  !  She  laughs  involuntarily. 
Fancy  making  a  servant  of  xAnthony  ! 
Then  something  else  occurs  to  her  :  the 
knowledge  that  in  him  she  has  someone 
who  will  always,  and  most  willingly,  be 
servant  to  her — one  to  whom  her  lightest 
request  will  be  as  law ;  one  who  will 
never  desire  to  leave  her ;  one  vv^ho,  how- 
ever .   .   .  cannot  be  dismissed. 

This  thought  troubles  her  very  little. 
She  had  always  been  fond  of  Verschoyle, 
and  during  these  past  weeks  of  her  en- 
gagement to  him  had  grown  nearer  to 
him,  fonder  of  him,  perhaps,  than  she 
herself  knows.     His  gentleness,  his  tender- 
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ness,  his  intuitive  knowledge  of  the  small 
things  that  will  please  her,  have  pierced 
through  her  sad  indifference,  and  made 
him  not  only  dear,  but  actually  necessary 
to  her.  She  laughs  again,  the  old  girlish 
laugh  that  for  many  months  has  not  made 
sweet  her  lips,  as  she  tells  herself  that  novv^ 
no  longer  need  she  ever  think  or  trouble 
about  any  mortal  thing.  Tony,  her  hus- 
band, will  take  all  that  upon  his  broad 
shoulders,  even  her  shoes. 

She  opens  the  door,  looks  cautiously  up 
and  down  the  corridor,  sees  no  one,  but 
still  hesitates.  These  slippers  !  She  glances 
down  at  them  disparagingly,  yet  they  are 
twin  charms  in  themselves — small,  elabor- 
ately embroidered,  and  as  chic  as  though 
made  for  the  '  Light  of  the  Harem  '  herself 
in  some  '  unspeakable  '  Turk's  home.  Evi- 
dently she  forgives  them,  because,  after 
another  hasty  glance  up  and  down  the 
corridor,  she  runs  to  the  sitting-room 
beyond,  where  she  knows  Anthony  is 
awaiting  her. 

'  Just  fancy,'  says  she,  her  usual  delicate 
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colour  a  little  warmer,  '  Hatchett  forgot 
to  put  in  any  of  my  shoes !' 

He  has  risen,  and  is  coming  quickly 
towards  her. 

*  Except  these,'  says  she,  putting  up  a 
hand  to  stay  him.  As  she  speaks  she 
smiles,  and  draws  back  her  skirts  with 
both  hands  to  show  the  Turkish  slippers 
beneath,  and  the  little  pearly-white  feet 
within  them  that  the  kindly  slippers  only 
half  conceal.  '  And  they,'  says  she,  with 
a  rueful  glance,  'will  hardly  do  to  go 
about  in,  in  this  house,  will  they  ?' 

'  True.  They  are  much  too  pretty,' 
says  Anthony. 

She  laughs. 

*Well!  but  what  shall  I  do?     Would 

you  ' — she  glances  at  him — '  will  you ' 

She  hesitates,  and  blushes,  softly,  shyly  ; 
she  has  hardly  realized  as  yet,  indeed,  that 
he  is  her  husband,  in  spite  of  her  thoughts 
of  a  few  moments  ago  in  her  own  room ; 
and  to  ask  him  to  do  such  a  trivial  thing 
as  this — this  man,  who  only  yesterday  she 
would    not    have    dreamed    of    asking    to 


A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE  71 

bring  her  so  much  as  a  rose — to  ask  him 
now  to  buy  her  so  intimate  a  thing  as  a 
pair  of  shoes ! 

'  What  is  there  I  wouldn't  do  for  you  ?' 
says  he,  breaking  into  her  gentle  con- 
fusion. 

'  I  know  .   .  .   but ' 

'  But  what  ?'  He  has  taken  both  her 
hands.  '  Come,  now.  Is  that  a  way  to 
ask  your  husband  to  buy  shoes  for  you  ? 
It  should  be,  "  Anthony,  go  out  at  once, 
and  buy  me  the  prettiest  pair  of  shoes 
in  town."  ' 

'  Is  that  the  way  ?'  She  gives  him  a 
glance,  saucy,  if  shy.  It  is  as  wine  to 
Verschoyle's  heart.  Later  on  she  will 
learn  to  love  him.  She  will  be  his  indeed. 
'  How  do  you  know  ?' 

'  Instinct,'  says  he. 

'  Nonsense  !  Instinct  has  been  over- 
done.' 

'  Well,  then,  I've  known  poor  fellows 
who've  been  through  the  mill  before  me, 
who  have  been  married  men  for  a  long, 
long  time.      But  all  this  is  irrelevant.      I 
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feel  I  am  going  to  be  the  most  abject  of 
the  lot.  I'm  beginning  well,  you  see.' 
He  points  to  her  feet.  '  Any  particular 
shop  ?' 

'  You  know  more  about  town  than  I 
do,'  says  she. 

She  slips  her  hand  into  her  pocket  and 
pulls  out  her  purse  and  hands  it  to  him. 
He  does  not  take  it,  and  a  little  change  of 
expression  in  his  eyes  attracts  her  attention. 
Will  she  always,  then,  keep  him  at  a 
distance  ?  It  is  this  thought  that  has 
brought  that  expression  to  his  eyes. 

'  The  old  days  are  over,'  says  he,  push- 
ing back  her  hand  with  the  purse  in  it. 
'  Would  you  deprive  me  of  one  of  my 
greatest  privileges  ?' 

'  No.'  She  turns  away,  her  first  blush 
now  a  crimson  red,  and  lays  her  purse 
upon  the  mantelpiece.  '  It  is  all  so 
strange,'  says  she  in  a  faint  tone,  full  of 
apology,  and  of  tears  too — a  tone  that, 
taken  altogether,  heals  the  wound  at  once. 

*  I  must  take  your  measure,'  says  Ver- 
schoyle,  '  before  I  go.'     He  drops  on  his 
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knees,  and,  pulling  off  one  of  the  Oriental 
slippers,  takes  her  bare  foot  into  his  palm. 
'  Oh,  dear  little  foot  1'  says  he  breathlessly, 
half  silently. 

Yet  Cecil,  waiting,  feels  with  a  faint 
thrill  the  lingering  tightening  of  his  lingers 
over  it. 

Pulling  out  his  handkerchief,  he  measures 
the  small  foot,  not  once  or  twice,  either. 

^  You  know  it  now — you  must^  says  she, 
quickly  drawing  back  the  foot  from  him. 

*  I  must,  I  suppose,'  returns  he  regret- 
fully. He  bends  over  her,  and  passionately, 
tenderly,  kisses  her  instep  twice.  Then 
he  springs  to  his  feet. 

As  he  does  so  he  astonishes  a  look  in 
her  eyes  —  a  look  strange  to  him  —  and, 
driven  by  a  vehement  impulse,  he  catches 
her  in  his  arms,  straining  her  to  his  heart. 

'  You  love  me,  Cecil  ?'     It  is  a  question. 

'  Yes,  yes,'  as  if  a  little  frightened. 

Suddenly  he  holds  her  back  from  him. 

'  Oh  no,  you  do  not.  Not  yet,  but  you 
will — you  will   ...  in  time.' 

'  I    think    I    do   .   .   .   now,'    says    she. 


74  A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

nervously,  indeed,  but  with  such  a  pretty, 
reliant,  if  shy  glance  at  him,  as  sets  his 
heart  beating. 

*  You  mean  that,  Cecil  ?' 

She  is  in  his  arms  now,  and  her  eyes 
are  answering  his. 

^I  do.  I  — I  think  so  .  .  .  Tony  !  I 
want  my  shoes.' 

She  pushes  him  from  her  ;    it  is  a  very 

delicate  little  push,  but  he  gives  way  to  it. 

^  ■*  *  ^  -^ 

All  down  the  corridor,  and  far  into  the 
street,  and  into  the  shop  where  such  shoes 
as  his  beloved  would  deign  to  wear  can  be 
found,  he  goes ;  his  hope,  his  belief  in 
her  final  love  for  him,  and  him  only, 
going  with  him,  with  leaps  and  bounds. 

After  all,  he  had  done  well  to  destroy 
that  letter — a  letter  that  inevitably  would 
have  made  havoc  of  her  life.  And  soon — 
though  her  love  may  not  yet  be  his — soon 
she  will  love  him,  and  him  only. 

Already  her  heart  is  opening  to  him. 
Would  she  have  come  to  him  just  now  as 
she  did  if  she  had  not  felt  some  love  for 
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him  in  her  heart  ?  And  that  light  he  had 
surprised  in  her  dear  eyes  ?  That  alone 
gave  hope  for  a  future  that  might  yet  be 
resplendent  with  joy  indescribable. 

An  old  cripple  standing  at  the  turn  of 
the  hotel  that  leads  into  Regent  Street  is 
surprised  at  having  half  a  crov^n  dropped 
into  his  grimy  hand,  as  Verschoyle  goes 
by  him,  hailing  a  hansom  to  take  him  to  a 
certain  fashionable  shop — a  shop  for  shoes 
— a  little  lov^er  dow^n  in  Regent  Street. 

Cecil,  left  alone,  stands  motionless  by 
the  fireplace.  Lifting  her  eyes  at  last, 
she  sees  her  purse  resting  on  the  marble 
slab  above  her.  It  brings  her  mind  to  a 
focus. 

She  takes  it  up,  and  holding  it,  looking 
at  it,  falls  a-thinking.  Hovv^  kindly  he 
had  looked  at  her  just  now  !  How  gently 
he  had  spoken  !  How  delicately  he  had 
let  her  know  that  now,  from  this  time 
forward,  she  belonged  to  him,  and  him 
only !  He  had  taken  her  into  his  care, 
his  keeping — surely  a  good  keeping. 

How    kind,    how    thoughtful,    he    has 
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always  been,  and  how  strong  !  A  man  far 
beyond  all  petty  sins,  all  dishonourable 
beliefs.  And  gentle,  too.  And  more — oh, 
much,  much  more  ! 

She  breaks  off  her  thoughts  abruptly. 

Is  she  ?      Can  it  be  true  ?     Does  she  .? 

Oh  no  !  Impossible  !  She  pokes  the 
fire  with  the  toe  of  her  Turkish  slipper, 
and  gives  herself  a  little  shake.  Is  she 
growing  sentimental  about  nothing  ?  .  .  . 
Still,  to  be  unjust !  .  .  .  And,  after  all,  he 
is  nice.  And  there  is  something  in  the 
fact  of  having  someone  to  look  after  one 
always,  to  love  one,  to  get  one's  tickets, 
and  order  about  one's  tenants,  and  perhaps 
.  .  .  perhaps  .  .  .  well,  perhaps  everything 
has  been  ordered  for  the  best. 

Would  .  .  .  that  other  .  .  .  Fenton's 
eyes  rise  before  her,  caught  out  of  the 
depths  of  a  dead  past.  Would  he  have 
been  as  kind,  as  good  ?  How  near  he 
seems  to-night — that  other  !  .  .  .  And  yet 
.  .  .  what  kind  eyes  Anthony  has  !  Carry 
had  always  said  they  were  handsome.  .  .  . 
She  rouses  herself  abruptly.      She  will  go 
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back  to  her  room.  She  can  put  on  her 
pretty  black  silk  stockings,  at  all  events, 
whilst  waiting  for  Anthony's  return  with 
the  desired  shoes. 

Opening  the  door,  she  goes  out  boldly 
into  the  corridor,  forgetting  now  the  fact 
that  someone  may  meet  her,  and,  having 
gone  a  yard  or  so,  finds  herself  face  to  face 
with  Sidney  Fenton. 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

*  Then  came  the  Winter,  with  his  frosty  breath, 
And  made  the  world  an  image  of  white  Death.' 

A  SPASM  contracts  her  heart  for  a  moment. 
It  is  not  born  of  pain  so  much,  perhaps,  as 
of  a  horror  of  past  hateful  memories.  It 
is  hard  for  a  woman  to  forget  a  shght — 
when  the  sHght  is  given  by  a  man. 

He  to  be  here — he  !  And  to-day,  of  all 
days  ! 

The  lamps  have  been  lit  now,  and  the 
corridor  is  ablaze  with  their  many  fires. 

*  Fancy  meeting  you  here  !'  she  says,  a 
little  hurriedly,  perhaps,  but  with  extra- 
ordinary self-possession,  considering  how 
her  heart  is  beating. 

*  My  dear  Cecil,  surely  all  the  astonish- 
ment should  be  on  my  side  !'  says  Fenton, 
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with  a  charming  smile.  He  is  looking 
extremely  handsome,  and,  as  usual,  on 
very  good  terms  with  himself.  '  To  say 
nothing  of  the  joy.'  He  bears  her  no  ill- 
will  on  account  of  that  answer  to  his  pro- 
posal that  never  came.  *  How  often  I 
have  wished  that  we  could  be  in  town 
together,  that  I  might  take  you  about,  and 
show  you  all  the  smart  things,  in  which  ' 
— smiling — *  in  spite  of  your  pretence  at 
asceticism,  I'm  sure  your  soul  delights. 
When  did  you  come  ?' 

'  To-day.'  He  does  not  notice  how  faint 
her  voice  has  grown. 

^  Only  to-day  !  How  fortunate  !  Then 
you  can't  be  in  a  hurry  back.  And  just 
now  everything  is  full  up.  It  promises  to 
be  a  splendid  season.'  His  voice,  his  whole 
air,  is  full  of  vitahty.  '  How  long  are  you 
going  to  remain  ?' 

'  I  hardly  know.'  Even  fainter  grows 
her  tone. 

'  In  leading-strings,  then,  of  course  ! 
Who  are  you  with  ?' 

'  I  am  married,'  says  she  slowly. 
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'  Married!' 

'  I  am  with  Anthony  !' 

There  is  a  moment's  silence,  that,  for 
her,  seems  to  contain  a  year's  suspense. 

'  By  Jove  !'  says  he.  And  then, 
'  Anthony  !'  He  is  too  surprised  to  say 
more.     Verschoyle,  of  all  men  on  earth  ! 

'  Lucky  Anthony  !'  exclaims  he  pre- 
sently, with  a  would-be  rueful  glance. 
Though,  now  that  she  is  really  beyond 
his  reach,  she  seems  to  him  all  at  once 
fairer,  lovelier.  And  what  a  fetching  gown 
that  is  she  is  wearing!  Yes,  she  is  prettier 
than  he  ever  had  believed  her.  Was  she 
as  pretty  as  that  in  the  old  days  ?  '  You 
might  at  least  have  vv^ritten  to  let  me 
know,'  he  goes  on,  in  an  aggrieved  tone. 
Not  that  he  feels  in  the  least  aggrieved — a 
little  chagrined,  perhaps,  no  more  ;  but  all 
pretty  women  like  to  think  one  pines  for 
them  for  ever.  And  besides,  for  the  life 
of  him,  he  cannot  suppress  the  suggestion 
of  passionate  admiration,  the  cheap  suspi- 
cion of  eternal  adoration,  that  he  has  been 
accustomed    to    lay    at    the    feet  of   those 
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whom  for  the  moment  he  admires.  ^  But 
I  know  '  —  meaningly  —  '  writing  is  not 
much  in  your  line.  Sometimes  even  you 
do  not  condescend  to  answer  a  letter  that 
might  be  of  importance  to  the  sender^  at 
all  events — do  you  ?  At  least,  so  I  have 
found  it.  But ' — reproachfully — '  after  all 
that  once  was  between  us  ' — effective  pause 
— 'you  might,  at  least,  have  allowed  me 
the  small  satisfaction  of  sending  you  a 
wedding-present.' 

Cecil  makes  no  answer.  A  wave  of 
indignation  has  crossed  her  face.  What 
had  passed  between  them  ?  If  he  re- 
members. .  .  .  Then  to  speak  to  her  like 
this.  ...  It  is  a  direct  insult.  Why  is 
not  Anthony  here  ? 

'  So  it  was  Verschoyle  all  the  time,'  says 
Fenton.  '  How  quiet  you  kept  it !  But 
do  you  think  that  secrecy  was  quite  fair  to 
me?^ 

*  Sidney  !'  cries  she  sharply.  There  is 
anger,  pain,  and  something  else,  in  her 
voice.  It  is  either  regret  or  some  faint 
shadow  of  it. 

VOL.  III.  39 
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*  Oh,  of  course,  I  know.  I  must  say- 
nothing  now,  and  Anthony  is  your  hus- 
band, and  he  is  the  one  superlative  in  the 
world,  and  the  rest  of  it.'  He  laughs  a 
little  disagreeably,  and  shrugs  his  shoulders. 
This  epanchement  is  growing  a  little  trouble- 
some. '  And  Anthony,  I  confess,  is  as  good 
a  sort  as  one  is  likely  to  meet.  And  rich. 
You  did  very  well,  very  wisely,  when  you 
elected  to  throw  me  over !' 

*  I  !'  Her  voice  sounds  stifled.  *  What 
do  you  mean  ?  Why  say  such  stupid 
things?  Is  it  a  jest?  I — you  say — I 
threw  you  over  ?' 

'  At  all  events,'  says  he,  a  little  curtly, 
nettled  by  her  manner,  ^  you  might  have 
had  the  courtesy  to  answer  my  last  letter.' 

A  long  pause. 

*  Your  letter  ?'  She  has  taken  a  step 
towards  him  ;  her  eyes  are  fixed  on  his. 

*  The  letter  I  wrote  you  the  day  before  I 
left.' 

*  Ah  !  you  are  thinking  of  some  other 
letter — some  other  friend,'  says  she,  smiling, 
but  very  pale. 
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'  I  am  not,  indeed.  I  wrote  you  a  letter, 
and  gave  it  into  safe  hands,  to  be  delivered 
to  you  within  an  hour.  I  waited  all  the 
next  day  for  the  answer  to  it  ;  but,  you 
see  ' — with  a  shrug — '  you  were  bent  on 
refusing  me.' 

'  Refusing  you  !'  she  stammers.  Her 
face  is  like  death  now,  her  eyes  looking 
unnaturally  large  in  the  pallor  of  their  sur- 
roundings.    *  This  letter,  then '     Her 

voice  fails  her. 

*  Held  the  presumptuous  hope  that  you 
would  deign  to  marry  me.'  He  laughs  a 
little.  ^  I  told  you  in  it,  that  if  you  did 
not  mean  to  say  ^'  Yes,"  you  were  not  to 
answer  it.  Well,  you  evidently  did  not 
mean  '*  Yes."  ' 

'  No  opportunity  was  given  me  to  say 
*'  Yes  "  or  ''  No,"  '  says  she,  in  a  low, 
strange  voice ;  '  because  I  never  got  your 
letter.' 

*  No  ?  .  .  .  You  mean  to  say  you  never 
got  it !'  exclaims  he  involuntarily.  Then, 
as  if  recollecting,  he  stops  suddenly ;  and, 
because  the  worst  people  have  their  good 
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moments,  he  begins  to  wish  his  tongue 
had  been  cut  out  before  he  began  this 
thing. 

'  Where  did  you  post  it  ?'  asks  she 
coldly. 

*  Post  it  ?'  He  stops  ;  his  hesitation  at 
this  critical  moment  is  fatal.  '  Ton  my 
word  I  can't  remember.' 

'  Ah,  /remember  now,'  says  she  sharply  ; 
*  you  said  you  gave  it  to  someone  to  send 
on  to  me.' 

'  Did  I  r 

*  To  whom  ?' — peremptorily.  And  as  he 
hesitates — '  To  whom  V  she  repeats,  with 
icy  determination.  Her  usually  pale  com- 
plexion is  now  a  dreadful  white. 

'  One  of  the  servants,'  says  Fenton 
hastily. 

'  That  is  a  lie,'  returns  she  very  quietly. 
'  You  gave  it  to  no  servant.  It  was  to 
Anthony  you  gave  it.'  She  waits  for  a 
moment.     '  Speak  !'  cries  she  at  last. 

He  makes  a  violent  gesture  of  denial, 
that  only  the  more  confirms  her  in  her 
awful  belief. 
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*  Not  another  word,'  says  she.  '  It  is 
quite  plain,  quite  clear.  It  was  Anthony 
to  whom  you  gave  it.' 

'He  must  have  forgotten  it,  then  — 
mislaid  it,'  says  Fenton  with  agitation. 
To  do  him  justice,  he  would  not  have 
betrayed  Anthony  wilfully  to  gain  any 
object  on  earth.  *  I'd  swear  by  Ver- 
schoyle,'  says  he.  '  He  is  incapable  of  a 
dishonourable  action.' 

'  So  it  seems.'  She  looks  full  at  Fenton, 
and  her  smile  is  very  bitter.  '  Tell  me 
one  thing,  however  :  Did  he  know  the 
contents  of  your  letter  ?' 

*  No !  On  my  honour.  No  !'  says 
Fenton,  lying  very  readily  and  pleasantly. 

Cecil,  passing  him,  goes  not  to  her 
room,  but  back  again  to  the  drawing- 
room,  to  wait  for  the  return  of  her 
husband. 

Much  relieved  by  the  speedy  termina- 
tion of  what  had  threatened  to  be  a  scene, 
Fenton,  stepping  into  the  lift,  gives  way 
to  his  thoughts.  Verschoyle,  of  all 
fellows !       By     Jove !     he'd     never    have 
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believed  it.  Last  man  on  earth  to  do  a 
thing  Hke  that.  Gone  on  her  himself, 
of  course  ;  but  ...  a  low  sort  of  trick 
like  that !  And  Tony,  who  took  rather  a 
high  tone.  Well,  you  never  can  say  what 
a  man  will  do  when  a  woman  is  in 
question. 

Maden  Royce,  though  she  had  con- 
fessed, or,  rather,  flung  in  his  teeth,  the 
fact  that  she  had  deliberately  listened  on 
the  balcony,  outside  the  hbrary  window  at 
The  Towers,  to  the  reading  of  his  letter 
to  Miss  Fairfax,  had  for  all  that  withheld 
a  good  deal.  For  example,  she  had  said 
nothing  of  her  interview  with  Verschoyle, 
or  of — a  few  other  things. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

'  Ah,  yet  would  God  that  stems  and  roots  were 
bred 
Out  of  my  weary  body  and  my  head  ; 
That  sleep  were  sealed  upon  me  with  a  seal, 
And  I  were  as  the  least  of  all  the  dead !' 

Anthony,  a  few  minutes  later,  coming  up 
in  the  very  lift  that  had  taken  Fenton 
down,  walks  smartly  up  the  corridor  to 
the  pretty  drawing-room,  an  extremely 
large  and  unfashionable  parcel  in  his  hands. 
He  had  refused  to  have  it  sent.  He  would 
take  it  himself,  he  said,  and  the  man, 
though  a  little  surprised  at  his  wanting  to 
drive  about  town  with  half  a  dozen  pair 
of  shoes,  as  they  were  paid  for,  after  a 
struggle  gave  in. 

'  Here    still,    darling  ?'    says    he    as    he 
enters  the  room  .   .   .   then  stops. 
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Is  this  the  girl  he  had  left,  the  gentle, 
shy,  almost  loving  girl  —  this  white, 
proud  creature,  whose  glance  is  a  stab  ? 
He  flings  the  parcel  on  to  a  table  near, 
and  goes  straight  up  to  her.  All  at  once 
he  knows.  His  sin,  if  it  was  a  sin,  has 
found  him  out. 

'  Don't  come  nearer,'  says  she,  in  a  very 
low  tone.  And  then :  '  Where  is  the 
letter  Sidney  gave  you  for  me  the  night 
before  he  left  Hillesden  ?' 

She  is  searching  his  face  with  eager, 
burning  eyes.  God  only  knows  what  hope 
was  in  her  mind  before  he  came  ;  but 
whatever  it  was,  it  is  now  dashed  to  pieces. 
He  starts  perceptibly,  and  a  dark  red 
suffuses  his  face  for  a  moment.  It  goes, 
and  leaves  him  ghastly. 

'  You  got  it,  then,'  says  she,  in  a  terrible 
tone. 

She  shrinks  back  from  him,  scorn, 
horror,  contempt,  upon  her  face.  She 
seems  taller  than  she  did  half  an  hour 
ago  .  .  .  such  a  little  time.  And  so  stern, 
so  unforgiving,  and  ...  so  beautiful. 
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'  Yes/ 

'  You  ' — with  still  some  small  hope  in 
her  wide,  questioning  eyes — '  you  didn't 
know  what  was  in  it,  however  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  knew  what  was  in  it.' 

A  pause,  during  which  her  whole  lite 
tumbles  to  atoms  at  her  feet — 

'  Battlements  and  wall, 
And  gates,  and  bridge,  and  all, 
And  nothing  left' 

'  You  knew  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  knew  !' 

He  does  not  lower  his  eyes  before  hers. 
It  seems,  indeed,  as  if  he  cannot  take  his 
eyes  off  her.  So  this  is  to  be  the  end  of  it, 
he  is  saying  to  himself. 

^  You  !'  She  chokes  a  moment.  '  It  is 
not  true/  she  says.  *  He  told  me  himself, 
only  just  now,  that  you  did  not  know.' 

'  I'm  afraid  ' — with  a  cold  smile — '  that 
also  was  untrue !  You  have  seen  Fenton, 
then  r 

'Just  now  —  outside  there  —  in  the 
corridor.      I   thank  God   I   have.      He ' — 
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she  draws  her  breath  sharply — '  said  you 
did  not  know.' 

'  He  was  very  kind !'  says  Anthony, 
whose  temper  has  now  entirely  deserted 
him.  He — that  devil — that  he  should  be 
here  to-night !      Had  he  arranged  for  it? 

'  You  say  he  lied  ?'  says  she. 

'  I  said  he  was  very  kind.' 

Cecil's  hands  clench  involuntarily.  What 
is  she  to  believe — whom  ? 

'  Are  all  men  liars,  then  ?'  cries  she 
vehemently. 

'  I'm  afraid  you  have  not  studied  your 
Bible  very  diligently,'  says  Anthony,  with 
a  touch  of  insolent  amusement. 

At  this  moment  he  feels  he  could  kill 
her  .  .  .  because  he  so  passionately  loves 
her. 

'  A  taunt  is  not  an  answer,'  says  she. 
'I  ask  you,  is  there  no  truth  anywhere.? 
Is  all  the  world  just  one   hideous,  living 

lie.f^     \i you  lie,  and  if  he  lies '      She 

breaks  off  '  But  for  him  ...  his  lie 
at  least  was  noble.  He  perjured  himself 
to  save  you  !' 
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A  slow  but  strange  sneer  curves 
Anthony's  lips. 

'  I  told  you  he  was  kind/  says  he. 

'I  don't  believe  he  lied/  says  Cecil 
suddenly.  *  You  say  you  knew  what  was 
in  that  letter  ?' 

'  One  wastes  time  going  over  old  ground 
like  this.'  He  shrugs  his  shoulders. 
'  Yes,  I  knew.' 

'  Oh,  impossible  !  How  could  you 
know,  unless,  indeed ' — her  face  grows 
alive  with  scorn  once  more — ''you  read  it  T 

He  looks  at  her,  and  there  is  something 
in  his  glance  that  compels  her  to  lower 
her  eyes.  Tall  and  slender  as  she  is,  he 
seems  at  this  moment  to  tower  over  her. 

'  It  is  your  privilege,'  says  he  quite 
calmly,  '  to  insult  me  with  impunity. 
No  ;  I  did  not  read  it.  It  was  read  to 
me.' 

'  Read  to  you  ?' 

'  By  Sidney  himself.  He  read  it  aloud, 
to  see  if  I  approved  of — his  style,  perhaps, 
before  sending  it.  He  knew  you  to  be  a 
little  particular.' 
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Something  here — some  wretched  touch 
of  merriment  born  of  the  wretched  situa- 
tion— drives  him  into  a  most  unseemly 
laugh.  She  to  be  particular,  and  to  love 
that  libertine  ! 

But  she  does  not  heed  his  laughter. 
She  stares  at  him ;   her  face  has  whitened. 

'  You  say  he  read  aloud  to  you  the 
letter  in  which  he  asked  me  to  marry 
him  V 

'  That  very  letter.' 

*  I  can't  believe  you.  I  don't  ' — 
violently.  *  You  who  could  withhold  a 
letter  that  did  not  belong  to  you,  could 
say  anything.     You — who ' 

Suddenly  he  turns  upon  her. 

'  How  dare  you  !'  says  he  in  a  low  but 
furious  tone,  that  makes  her  draw  back. 
'  Take  the  truth  as  it  is,  but  do  not  go 
beyond  it.  I  got  the  letter  to  deliver — I 
did  not  deliver  it.      That  is  all.' 

'  It  is  not  all  !'  cries  she.  She  has 
recovered  from  the  slight  shock  he  has 
given  her.  '  There  is  more,  much  more 
to  be  said  between  us.     You  say,  knowing 
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the  contents  of  that  letter,  that  you 
deliberately  kept  it  back  from  me,  its 
rightful  owner.' 

'  Deliberately.' 

*  But  why — why  ?'  demands  she,  throw- 
ing out  her  hands.  She  has  advanced  a 
step  nearer  to  him,  and  her  face,  upraised 
to  his,  looks  stricken  as  if  by  some  mortal 
illness.  To  Verschoyle  it  is  as  a  manifes- 
tation of  her  love  for  Fenton  that  has 
survived  all  things — and  it  maddens  him. 
Had  he  only  known  it,  she  has  not  one 
thought  for  Fenton  now.  '  There  must 
have  been  some  reason,  some  excuse.' 

'  There  was  no  excuse,'  declares  he 
heavily. 

So  it  seems  to  him  now,  indeed,  though 
at  the  moment  he  burned  the  letter  he  had 
been  full  of  excuses  for  the  act.  Then  it 
seemed  almost  a  laudable  deed — now  it 
stands  out  red  as  a  veritable  crime.  The 
horror,  the  awful  wonder,  in  her  beautiful 
eyes  makes  more  clear  to  him  the  enormity 
of  it.  Nothing  could  gloss  over  or  con- 
done the  fact  that  he  had  kept  back,  and 
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of  set  will  burned,  a  letter  meant  for 
another  ;  kept  it  back,  too,  after  its  having 
been  entrusted  to  him — after  his  promise 
given  that  it  should  be  delivered  to  her  for 
w^hom  it  was  written. 

It  had  seemed  quite  a  simple  thing,  only- 
yesterday,  to  assure  himself  that  when  he 
put  that  letter  in  the  fire  he  had  done  it 
for  her  sake,  for  her  good  ;  to  save  her 
from  a  scoundrel,  a  libertine,  and  one 
who  had  openly  declared  he  felt  no 
real  affection  for  her — not  even  friend- 
ship ! 

But  now  all  such  past  reasoning  seems 
but  as  specious  pleading  for  a  lost  cause. 
And  yet,  and  yet — he  would  do  it  all 
over  again,  if  it  had  to  be  done,  for  her 
sake. 

'  None  !'  She  is  trembling  now  from 
head  to  foot.  ^You  can  stand  there  and 
tell  me  that  !' 

He  is  quite  silent ;  and  racked  and  torn 
by  her  torment,  her  enforced  calm  gives 
way. 

'  For   God's   sake    say   something !'   she 
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bursts  out  desperately.     '  Say,  at  least,  that 
there  was  a  reason.^ 

She  has  drawn  closer  to  him.  There  is 
still  anger  and  condemnation  in  her  eyes, 
but  with  them  a  strong  appeal.  In  his 
present  passionate  rage  against  her  and 
Fate  and  all  things,  he  can  see  nothing  but 
the  condemnation.  Well,  so  be  it.  She 
has  elected  to  believe  that  hound's  lightest 
word  against  her  lifelong  knowledge  of 
him.  She  shall  abide  by  her  choice.  A 
reason !  Truly  there  had  been  a  reason. 
And  a  strong  one.  The  base  betrayal  of 
another  woman  by  the  man  whom  she, 
Cecil,  even  now  delights  to  honour ! 
If  he  could  lay  bare  the  whole  truth 
to  her  at  this  moment,  the  triumph 
would  lie  with  him — the  humiliation  with 
her. 

But  his  oath  to  Maden  lies  heavy  on 
him.  Her  pale,  miserable,  revengeful 
face  rises  before  him  in  even  this  supreme 
moment — a  face  that  had  trusted  him. 
No,  he  will  not  disclose  her  confidence. 
He  has  sunk  low  enough ;   he  will  sink  no 
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further.    He  will  not  give  away  a  woman's 
secret  to  save  himself. 

'  There  was  a  reason,  but  I  cannot  give 
it  to  you.' 

'To  me  !  Now  !  At  this  moment  ! 
You  have  a  reason  that  might  explain 
everything,  and  you  refuse  to  give  it !' 

Her  breath  is  coming  hard  and  heavily. 
It  is  her  very  life  she  is  fighting  for.  If 
this  man  is  really  base  and  unworthy,  what 
lies  before  her.?  Nothing,  save  modern 
slavery  ;  save  to  be  tied — bound  for  ever — 
to  a  man  whose  own  lips  have  branded 
him  as  liar  and  traitor. 

'  I  refuse,'  says  he. 

*  You  compel  me  to  believe,  then,  that 
you  deliberately  kept  back  that  letter  for 
purposes  of  your  own?' 

'  I  compel  you  to  nothing.' 

His  voice  takes  a  harsher  note. 

'  You  compel  me  to  think  ' — icily — 
*  that  you  did  this  dishonourable  thing  to 
further  your  own  aims,  to  gain  your  own 
ends,  to — marry  me  and  my  fortuned 

If,  in  the  bitterness  of  her  spirit,  she  had 
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meant  to  crush  him,  she  has  failed.     He 
laughs  contemptuously. 

*  Why  should  I  want  your  fortune  ?' 
says  he.  '  That  taunt  might  touch  the 
man  you  love ;  it  cannot  come  near  me. 
There  is  no  excuse  for  me,  not  one.  I 
have  told  you  that.  But  I  burned  that 
letter,  not  because ' — v^ith  a  smile  that 
seems  to  scorch  her — '  I  desired  your  for- 
tune, but  because  I  loved  you.  You  were 
my  very  life,  as  you  well  know.'  Were  ! 
Her  heart  hardens.  '  Indeed,  at  that  time 
I  would  willingly  have  sacrificed  my  life 
for  you.' 

'  And  ' — her  voice  vibrating  with  con- 
tempt— '  your  honour,  too,  it  seems.' 

'  True  ' — coldly.  '  I  find  I  have  sacrificed 
both.     May  I  ask  what  you  propose  to  do?' 

*  Do  ?' 

*  Do  you  ' — coldly — *  desire  a  separa- 
tion ?' 

*  Not  an  open  one,'  returns  she  in  a 
stifled  tone.  '  Think  of  all  that  would  be 
said  —  the  talk  —  the  scandal  —  and  your 
mother.     I  would  not  break  her  heart.' 

VOL.  III.  40 
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*  No  !  Only  mine  ' — grimly.  '  My 
mother  is   still   in  favour,  then  ?     As   for 

me '     He  pauses.     Suddenly  his  face 

grows  dark  ;  he  takes  a  step  towards 
her.  *  You  forget  I  am  your  husband/ 
says  he  in  a  voice  impossible  to  trans- 
late. 

At  this  her  courage,  all  the  angry 
strength  that  was  in  her,  dies  away.  She 
grows  as  pale  as  ashes.  A  low,  quivering, 
shocked  cry  breaks  from  her. 

'  My  husband  !     Oh  no — no,  no  !' 

There  is  such  concentrated  fear,  such 
horror,  such  intense  loathing,  in  her  whole 
air,  that  Verschoyle,  turning  on  his  heel, 
leaves  the  room,  and  the  house. 

When  he  is  gone  Cecil  creeps  towards 
a  table,  and  now,  utterly  unstrung,  flings 
herself  into  a  chair  near  it,  burying  her 
face  upon  her  arms.  Some  of  her  lovely 
hair  has  come  unbound,  and  flows  over 
the  prone  arms.  She  looks  like  what  she 
is,  an  image  of  despair. 

Yet,  through  this  violent  distress — this 
knowledge    that    already    her   young    life 
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has  come  to  a  most  dishonourable  end 
— a  little  thrill  of  relief  lightens  her 
burden. 

He — Sidney — had  not  been  untrue, 
then.  He  had  not  humiliated  her  in 
her  own  eyes.  He  had  asked  her  to 
marry  him.  He  had  desired  her  as  his 
wife. 

Her  self-respect  seems  all  at  once  given 
back  to  her — resuscitated,  as  it  were.     But 
— and  here  her  thoughts  grow  dark  again, 
her   anger    rises    afresh.       All    this    past 
misery  she  has  endured ;  the  silent  misery 
of  the  woman  who  believes  herself  slighted 
by   the    man  whom    she   has   deigned    to 
love — all  this  must  be  laid  to  the  charge 
of  the   man  who   has   married   her.     He 
it  was  who  had   made   her  suffer  as   she 
did.     To   him  are  due  the  long  sleepless 
nights  of  waiting — wondering  ;  the  cruel 
nights    that   told    her    she    had    been   too 
tender  in  her  manner  to  Sidney,  that  he 
had  but  amused  himself  with  her,  leaving 
her   when   it    suited    him    to   find  others, 
fairer,  dearer.    Dear  Heaven  !  what  nights 
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those  had  been,  and  how  she  had  suffered! 
Would  a  Hfetime  blot  out  the  memory  of 
them,  or  help  her  to  forgive  the  man  who 
had  caused  them  ? 

No — a  thousand  times  no  !  She  stands 
up,  flinging  back  the  loosened,  beautiful 
hair  from  her  haggard  face.  She  may 
live  with  him  before  the  public  to  save 
appearances — she  is  not  of  those  who 
would  court  the  curiosity  of  the  crowd — 
but  for  the  rest 

She  moves  impatiently,  and  her  arm 
coming  in  contact  with  the  brown  parcel 
on  the  table  that  Anthony  had  brought 
to  her,  it  rolls  heavily  to  the  ground  and 
breaks  open. 

Out  of  one  of  the  white  boxes  a  little 
pair  of  shoes  fall  helplessly.  Mechanically 
she  picks  them  up. 

Shoes — and  for  her  !  shoes — and  how 
pretty!  Was  that  what  was  in  his  hand 
as  he  came  in — shoes  for  her  ? 

Her  hands  have  grown  very  cold.  She 
turns  the  pretty  things  backwards  and  for- 
wards absently.     He  has  good  taste.     And 
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how  well  he  knew  what  she  would  like. 

.  .  .     He    must    have    studied    her.  .  .   . 

He  had  seemed  glad  as  he  came  in.  .  .   . 
Such  beautiful  shoes — and  for  her  ! 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

'  My  heart  is  sad  and  heavy 

In  this  merry  month  of  May, 
As  I  stand  beneath  the  lime-tree 
On  the  bastion  old  and  gray.' 

Once  again  spring,  that  '  goeth  all  in 
white/  is  with  us,  and  the  whole  wide 
world  is  decked  with  happy  smiles.  The 
land  is  ^  scattered  with  light/  and  from 
tree  to  tree,  from  bush  to  eave,  the  sounds 
of  merry  twitterings  echo  and  re-echo. 
So  warm  it  is  to-day,  that  all  the  buds 
of  yesterday  are  nearly  blown,  and  in  the 
orchards 

*  The  apple-trees  in  May, 
Whose  green  leaves  make  a  little,  tender  night, 
With  flowers  for  stars,' 

are  making  the  hours  more  lovely. 
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The  close  of  this  most  heavenly  May 
is  near  at  hand,  and  the  Verschoyles,  who 
have  been  home  from  their  honeymoon 
quite  a  month — it  had  been  a  shorter 
honeymoon  than  was  anticipated  by 
Hillesden — are  now  already  acknowledged 
by  that  dignified  spot  as  '  quite  married 
people.'  It  was  Mrs.  Langley-Binks  who 
had  said  that,  and  there  had  been  a  little 
unpleasantness  between  her  and  Mrs. 
Berkeley  over  it.  The  latter,  who  is 
always  troublesome,  had  asked  her  with 
a  suspiciously  innocent  thirst  for  know- 
ledge, when  people  might  consider  them- 
selves quite  married  ?  A  month  was  it, 
or  a  week  ?  And  was  there  really  a  time 
fixed  for  it  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  who 
had  to  do  with  all  our  morals  ? 

Mrs.  Langley-Binks  had  contented  her- 
self by  going  into  hysterics,  and  saying 
she  was  indecent,  and  it  all  blew  over 
eventually.  But  it  quite  crowded  out  the 
election  excitement  at  Hillesden  whilst  the 
quarrel  lasted. 

The  Verschoyles,  whose  return  had  been 
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looked  forward  to  with  much  eagerness, 
proved  disappointing.  They  were  not 
shy  and  blushing,  and  mutually  adoring, 
but  terribly  sedate  from  the  very  first. 
There  had  been  no  lovers'  ecstasies  at 
odd  moments,  no  half-concealed  (but  per- 
fectly seen)  pretty  meaning  glances  from 
one  to  the  other.  The  dinner-parties  had 
not  proved  too  long  for  them,  and  there 
had  not  been  a  suspicion  of  their  desiring 
to  leave  early  the  few  balls  given  in  their 
honour. 

'  A  very  sensible  pair,'  said  some  up- 
to-date  New  Woman.  *  A  most  unlover- 
like  pair,'  said  Lady  Maria,  in  her  own 
old  heart,  that  of  late  has  begun  to  feel 
older,  and  very  sad. 

To-day  she  is  giving  an  ^  at-home,' 
'just  to  brighten  up  the  people,  dearest,' 
she  says  to  Mrs.  Verschoyle,  who  agrees 
with  her  that  it  will  be  a  good  thing, 
whilst  knowing  in  her  heart  that  Lady 
Maria  is  giving  this  party,  and  has  given 
many  others  lately,  solely  with  a  view  to 
studying    Anthony    and     his    wife    when 
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together.  She  has  not  had  many  oppor- 
tunities during  the  past  month  of  seeing 
her  son,  Anthony's  visits  to  his  mother 
being  now  very  few  and  very  uncertain. 
Is  he  afraid  of  having  his  secret  read  by 
those  clever,  loving  old  eyes  ? 

He  has  come  rather  early  to-day  with 
Cecil,  who  seems  in  charming  spirits,  if 
one  can  forget  the  little  touch  of  chill 
that  has  dropped  into  her  air  since  her 
marriage.  She  is  exquisitely,  faultlessly 
dressed,  and  her  hair  is  in  the  very  latest 
fashion.  She  had  always  gowned  herself 
well,  but  since  her  return  she  has  shown 
herself  positively  extravagant  over  her 
frocks.  Her  trousseau — Lady  Maria  and 
Mrs.  Verschoyle  and  the  other  privileged 
few  had  seen  her  trousseau,  which  was  a 
vision  of  beauty — a  trousseau  not  so  many 
weeks  old,  has  been  discarded,  and  on 
several  occasions,  such  as  to-day,  she  has 
appeared  in  entirely  fresh  costumes  ; 
Anthony  alone  knows  why. 

*  Straight     from     Worth,'     says     Mrs. 
Berkeley,  who  perhaps,  in  wealthier  days. 
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knew,  surveying  her  through  her  long 
glasses. 

At  all  events,  the  young  Mrs.  Ver- 
schoyle  is  the  admired  of  all  beholders — 
if  scarcely  the  Cecil  they  had  known 
before,  very  pale,  very  tall  ('  Has  she 
grown  ?'  asks  Mrs.  Langley-Binks),  very 
beautiful,  and  very,  very  cold. 

*  What  on  earth  has  happened  to  her  ?* 
asks  Mr.  Browne  of  his  one  confidante 
— himself.  Mr.  Browne,  like  spring,  has 
once  again  '  come  up  this  way.'  Last 
night  he  arrived  at  The  Towers,  causing 
a  considerable  skirmish  there  amongst 
the  domestics,  because  of  the  fact  that  he 
had  forgotten  his  luggage  at  the  last 
junction — a  disturbance  only  allayed  by 
the  arrival  of  a  porter  later  on  with  all 
his  goods  and  chattels  on  a  truck — and 
getting  a  glimpse  at  things  as  they  are 
at  The  Towers,  he  is  now  struggling,  in 
his  own  wise  way,  to  work  out  the  situa- 
tion. His  hostess  is  indeed  so  changed, 
that  the  elucidation  of  the  mystery  grows 
enthralling.       '  Good     heavens  !     perhaps 
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somebody  will  marry  me  some  day  !'  says 
Dicky,  falling  into  melancholy.  '  And  if 
I  get  changed  as  much  as  Cecil,  what  the 
deuce  will  be  the  end  of  me  ?'  Visions  of 
ropes  hang  before  him. 

Not  only  Dicky,  but  many  of  her  old 
friends  wonder  vaguely  at  this  change  in 
her.  Still,  she  is  always  delightful,  to- 
day especially,  speaking  to  this  one  and 
to  that,  with  a  careful  sweetness  that 
should  have  disarmed  criticism ;  and,  in- 
deed, it  is  only  now,  when  nearly  all  the 
guests  are  gone,  and  she  is  standing  on 
the  terrace  outside  Lady  Maria's  drawing- 
room,  that  she  lets  the  strange,  new,  per- 
plexing look  settle  down  once  more  upon 
her  face — a  face  that  used  to  be  so  noted 
for  its  gentleness,  above  and  beyond  all 
other  pretty  traits. 

Anthony,  in  the  grounds  below,  is  still 
speeding  his  mother's  departing  guests, 
and  Mr.  Browne,  who — with  Jinnie,  who 
is  his  shadow — is  with  her,  marks  how 
her  eyes  follow  him. 

'  Awfully  good-looking  fellow,  Anthony !' 
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says  he.  '  Got  such  a  nice  head.  Takes 
breeding  to  show  a  head  like  that.' 
'  Does  it  ?'  Her  tone  is  indifferent, 
'  So  I've  heard,  any  way.  But  hear- 
ing is  always  a  fraud.  Still,  I  maintain 
that  your  husband,  if  not  exactly  hand- 
some, could  give  many  other  fellows 
points ' 

*  Could  he  ?  His  nose  is  a  little  too  long, 
don't  you  think  ?' 

*  'Tis  a  very  nice  nose,'  says  Jinnie  sud- 
denly, and  with  much  force.  ^  It ' — with 
deplorable  rudeness — '  is  twice  as  nice  as 
yours  r 

With  this  parting  shaft  she  walks  indig- 
nantly down  the  terrace,  and  at  the  end  of 
it  sits  on  an  upturned  flower-pot,  and,  from 
her  expression,  plainly  gives  herself  up  to 
thoughts  entirely  misogynistic. 

'  '^  Give  me  a  man  with  a  nose,"  '  quotes 
Dicky.  '  That's  what  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington didnt  say.' 

*  I'm  sure  he  did  say  it,'  says  Carry,  who 
has  just  come  up  in  time  to  hear  the  last 
sentence.     *  And  if  it's  Tony's  nose  you're 
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talking  of,  I  like  it.  You  do,  too,  don't 
you  ?' — to  Cecil. 

'  If  you  ask  me ' — with  a  charming  but 
supercilious  smile — '  I  really  don't.' 

'No?' 

'  No  !' — still  smiling. 

Carry,  who  is  often  very  dreadful,  regards 
her  with  lowering  brows. 

'  Well,  I  do,'  says  she.  '  In  fact,  I  can't 
see  any  fault  in  him  at  all.' 

'Ah!' 

It  is  the  faintest  breath,  but  so  full  of 
meaning  that  both  Mr.  Browne  and  Carry 
instinctively  glance  at  her.  She  is  a.3  calm 
as  ever,  and  returns  Carry's  penetrating 
glance  with  one  of  amusement. 

'  Can  you  ?'  demands  the  terribly  direct 
Carry. 

'  Dear  Carry,  what  a  question  !  Of  course 
not,'  says  Anthony's  wife  calmly. 

She  fixes  her  eyes  on  Carry,  and  the 
latter,  still  frowning,  turns  abruptly  and 
goes  away. 

*  It  is  difficult  to  please  everybody,'  says 
Cecil,  looking  after  her.     '  I  have  ofiFended 
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you  because  I  do  not  admire  Anthony's 
nose  !  I  have  offended  Carry  because  I 
say  I  see  no  fault  in  him  !  I  am  unfor- 
tunate. 

'  Girls,  as  a  rule,  are  fools,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  amiably.  *  We  must  try  and  for- 
give her ;  and  you  can  see  for  yourself  that 
you  rather  riled  her  over  Anthony.  Girls 
go  in  for  ecstasies,  don't  you  know^.  They 
expect  even  married  people  to  say  out  just 

what  they  think.     But  I  understand ' 

He  pauses,  and  looks  straight  at  her.  '  Of 
course,  /  know  you  really  think  his  nose 
adorable,  and  that  he  himself  is  not  only 
one  in  a  thousand,  but  the  most  delightful, 
the  most  honourable,  man  on  earth.' 

He  is  watching  her  closely.  She  turns 
slowly  until  her  eyes  meet  his,  then  she 
lowers  her  lids.  Her  lip  curls,  and  an 
intense  scorn  betrays  itself  on  every  feature. 

'  Honourable  !'  says  she. 

For  a  moment  there  is  silence.  Then 
suddenly  she  turns  to  him,  that  strange, 
unhappy  smile  again  upon  her  lips. 

*  Why  do  you  praise  him  to  me  ?     Do 
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you  think  I  don't  appreciate  him  suffi- 
ciently— that  I  don't  know  his  worth  ? 
Oh  ' — with  a  touch  of  cruel  irony — '  I  do, 
I  assure  you.  Do  you  know ' — laughing,  a 
most  imperfect  laugh — ^  you  remind  me  of 
the  Athenians  of  old,  who  sang  the  praises 
of  their  uncertain  heroes  with  a  view  to 
making  them  popular  with  the  crowd. 
Has  Anthony,  in  your  opinion,  sunk  so  low 
as  that?' 

'  Look  here,  Cecil,'  says  Dicky  Browne, 
'  I've  known  you  a  long  time,  haven't  I  ? 
I  may  say  a  word  to  you,  eh,  without ' 

'  Oh,  it  is  useless,'  says  she  quickly ;  '  I 

have  known  that  you  saw '    She  breaks 

off  abruptly. 

*  I  have  seen  only  that  you  and  Ver- 
schoyle  are  not  very  happy.  I  desire  to 
see  no  more.' 

'  There  is  no  more  to  see ' — coldly. 
'  We  are  not  happy ;  we  never  shall  be 
until  death  releases  one  of  us.  I  say  this 
to  you,  Dicky,  because  I  know  what  I  say 
to  you  is  sacred.  I  shall,  however,  say  no 
more.     And ' — with  a  fresh  touch  of  agita- 
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tion — '  do  not  try  to  help  us.  You — Heaven 
itself  could  not  !' 

'  Of  course,  I  don't  know  where  the 
thorn  lies/  says  Dicky ;  '  but  to  think  of 
you  or  Anthony  being  miserable  all  your 
days  seems  too  much  for  me.  There  must 
be  some  solution  of  this  mystery.  ...  I 
don't  want  to  know  what  it  is,  but  I  do 
want  to  think  that  happiness  still  lies  before 
you.' 

*  Happiness  for  meT  Her  tone  is  now 
again  quite  low,  and  comparatively  calm. 
'  Don't  hope  for  that.  Happiness  for  me 
is  over.     My  life  is  over.      Hope  is  dead.' 

^  Hope  never  dies,'  says  Mr.  Browne. 

^  No  ?'  She  smiles  faintly.  '  Then  Hope 
has  gone  to  live  with  some  more  fortunate 
mortal ;  he  no  longer  has  his  home  with 
me.  I  tell  you  so  much  very  frankly, 
because  I  cannot  hide  it.  You  have  seen 
that  we  are  not  as — as  ' — stammering  a 
little — '  other  people  are.  But  what  I  have 
said  to  you  now  I  have  said  to  no  one  else, 
and ' 

She  looks  at  him  intently. 
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'  I  have  forgotten  every  word  you  have 
said,'  says  Dicky  gravely. 

At  this  moment  someone  inside  the 
drawing-room  calls  out  to  Cecil  to  come 
in  and  have  some  tea. 

*  Some  fresh  tea,  Cecil,  now  that  all 
these  tiresome  people  have  gone,'  says  Mrs. 
Verschoyle  at  the  window.  '  Will  you  stay 
there  or  come  in  ?' 

*  Come  in,'  returns  Cecil  pleasantly, 
stepping  lightly  across  the  terrace  and  into 
the  room. 

Anthony  is  sitting  next  his  mother, 
talking  to  her,  and  the  latter  notices  that 
he  does  not  cast  so  much  as  a  glance  at  the 
cold,  beautiful  creature  who  is  his  wife,  as 
she  enters  the  room. 

*  Take  some  tea  to  Cecil,  Jinnie  dearest,' 
says  Mrs.  Verschoyle,  nodding  and  smiling 
at  Cecil  as  she  does  so. 

There  has  been  a  little  lull  in  the  con- 
versation going  on,  so  that  Jinnie's  answer 
rings  out  loud  and  clear. 

*  No,  I  won't  !'  says  that  criminal,  in  a 
prompt  and  awful  tone. 

VOL.  III.  41 
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'  Jinnie  !' — a  low  but  dreadful  protest 
from  her  mother. 

'  No,  I  won't — I  won't  ever — so  there  !* 
Jinnie  is  now  wearing  out  the  pattern 
on  the  carpet  by  a  mad  tattoo  with 
her  revengeful  little  feet.  '  I  hate  her, 
I  do !  She  said  Tony's  nose  was  too 
long.' 

Silence  falls  upon  the  room. 

'  Oh,  nonsense,  darling  !'  says  Mrs.  Ver- 
schoyle  presently.  Her  laugh  is  very 
nervous.  *  What  have  you  got  in  your 
head  now  ?' 

'  She  did  !'  —  excitedly  —  '  she  did  !  I 
heard  her;  and  I  won't  have  anyone  call 
Tony's  nose  ugly  !' 

Suddenly,  like  a  little  whirlwind,  she 
rushes  to  Verschoyle,  and,  flinging  her 
lanky  arms  around  his  neck,  looks  back 
with  stormy  eyes  at  Cecil,  who  has  grown 
very  pale. 

Anthony  makes  a  very  handsome  attempt 
at  laughter. 

'  What  a  little  partisan  !'  says  he. 

He  draws  Jinnie  towards  him  very  kindly, 
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although  he  is  conscious  of  a  distinct  pang 
caused  by  the  child's  words.  Abject  folly, 
he  tells  himself,  yet  not  to  be  subdued. 
Plain  he  undoubtedly  is ;  but,  then,  she 
need  not  have  flaunted  the  fact  that  she 
thought  so  thus  openly  before  their  world. 
Fenton,  of  course,  is  considered  handsome. 
Had  her  thoughts  flown  to  him  when  she 
thus  criticised  her  husband's  looks  ?  And 
how  unlike  her  it  all  is  ! 

His  uncomfortable  laughter  dies  away, 
and  his  face  hardens.  He  bends  it  over 
Jinnie,  who  is  still  standing  near  him,  an 
arm  thrown  round  him,  her  attitude  a 
desperate  defiance  of  the  world  that  dares 
to  calumniate  her  Tony. 

*  I  have  one  defender,  at  all  events,'  says 
he. 

Involuntarily  his  eyes  meet  his  wife's, 
who  turns  abruptly  away.  She  had  been 
watching  him,  and  remorse,  and  some 
other  feeling,  is  writ  large  upon  her  face. 
Is  it  self-contempt  ?  With  a  sudden  horror 
of  herself,  and  as  sudden  a  hatred  of  Jinnie, 
that  she  never  afterv/ards  quite  gets  over, 
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she  sinks  gracefully  into  a  chair  close  to  the 
window,  and  waits  on  events. 

*  Oh,  you  have  !'  says  Jinnie,  who  is  a 
frightfully  troublesome  and  mistaken  little 
person,  clinging  even  closer  to  him. 

Verschoyle  gently  undoes  her  arms. 

'  But,  you  see,  I  scarcely  need  you,'  says 
he.  *  Your  aunt  has  proved  her  preference 
for  ugly  people  by  doing  me  the  honour  to 
marry  me.' 

Again  he  looks  straight  at  Cecil,  a  little 
defiantly,  perhaps ;  and  she  looks  back  at 
him  very  disdainfully,  beyond  all  doubt. 

'  I  think  you  are  slightly  in  fault,  Jinnie,' 
says  she,  with  a  cold,  calm  smile.  '  I  said, 
and  now  I  regret  it,  that  your  uncle's  nose 
was,  I  thought,  a  little  too  long — not  ugly. 
I  do  not  remember  using  that  word.' 

She  is  so  pale  as  she  finishes  this  sentence 
that  Mr.  Browne  makes  a  slight  step  to- 
wards her.  But  in  another  moment  she  is 
herself  again,  and  is  laughingly  putting  by 
Mrs.  Verschoyle's  apologies  for  her  little 
daughter's  indiscreet  speech. 

The  whole  affair  indeed,  awkward  as  it 
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is,  is  at  an  end ;  but,  slight  as  it  is,  it 
leaves  an  uncomfortable  impression  behind 
it,  and  a  silence  with  which  no  one  seems 
capable  of  dealing  except  Dicky  Browne, 
who  at  times  is  really  invaluable.  Seeing 
Jinnie  once  more  going  to  assert  herself,  he 
takes  the  initiative,  and  plunges  into  the 
void  before  she  can  speak. 

*  Jane  !'  cries  he  in  a  loud  and  shocked 
tone,  ^  come  here  !' 

He  has  ensconced  himself  in  the  most 
magisterial  of  the  chairs  in  the  room,  and 
is  holding  on  his  knee  a  book — a  very 
delightful  and  charming  book,  that  has 
afforded  pleasure  to  many  thousands  of 
children — on  which  he  has  been  hastily 
working  with  a  pencil.  It  is  a  much- 
illustrated  book,  and  the  present  holder  of 
it  is  pointing  to  its  cover  with  undisguised 
concern. 

'  Look  at  this,'  says  he,  tapping  the 
book  sternly.  ^  Is  it  this  sort  of  literature 
that  Miss  Sterling  recommends  to  you  ?' 

*  That's  "  Aunt  Louisa's  Book  of  Nursery 
Rhymes," '  says  Jinnie,  who   really  ought 
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to  have  gone  beyond  such  pleasing  trivial- 
ities, but  has  not.  At  times  she  has  fits  of 
devotion  for  "  The  frog  who  would  a- 
wooing  go,"  and  "  The  fox  and  his  wife 
they  had  a  great  strife."  She  speaks  with 
a  little  puzzled  air. 

'  liOok  again,  my  dear  child,'  says  Dicky 
sadly,  who  has  put  a  large  C  in  pencil 
before  the  Rhymes.  '  Surely,  surely, 
Jinnie,  at  your  age  you  can  read  ?  Is  that 
word  Rhymes  ?  To  me  it  is  C rhymes  : 
*'  Aunt  Louisa's  Book  of  Nursery  Crhymes !" 
Alas  !  what  pernicious  reading  for  the 
young  !' 

'  'Tisn't  that,'  says  Jinnie, '  'tis  Rhymes.' 

'  Crhymes ' — firmly.  '  And  in  my  opinion 
Aunt  Louisa  is  the  biggest  crime  of  all. 
Such  a  book  to  let  loose  in  any  nursery. 
I  haven't  looked  inside  ;  I  was  afraid. 
But,  seriously,  Jane,  I  think  someone  ought 
to  speak  to  Aunt  Louisa,  don't  you  ?' 

'  No,  I  don't ' — violently.  '  She's  lovely. 
And  besides ' 

*  She  doesn't  spell  lovely,'  says  Mr. 
Browne.     '  I  can't  help  feeling  that  the  A 
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and  the  y  are  too  superfluous.'  He  points 
them  out  to  her. 

*  'Twas  Rhymes  always/  says  Jinnie. 
'Was    it?' — thoughtfully.     'It   isn't  so 

now.  Jane  !  will  you  compel  me  to 
believe  you  don't  even  know  your  letters  ? 
And  such  a  big,  big  C !  I  shall  have  to 
speak  to  Miss  Sterling,  mildly,  but  firmly. 
She  is  not  doing  you  justice.' 

'  'Twas  you  put  that  C  there/  declares 
Jinnie,  who  is  now  regularly  on  the  war- 
path. 

*  This  is  depravity,'  says  Mr.  Browne 
mournfully,  '  and  arises,  no  doubt,  from  a 
constant  perusal  of  '*  Aunt  Louisa's  Nursery 
Crhymes."  I  shall  write  to  her  about  her 
morals,  and  especially  her  spelling.  How- 
ever, my  poor  misguided  child,  as  I  have 
known  you  and  loved  you  for  so  many 
years,  I  shall  not  betray  your  sad  secret  to 
the  world  just  now.  You  shall  be  let  off 
this  time,  to  come  up  when  called  upon. 

*'  Though  lost  to  shame,  to  memory  dear." 

Far  be  it  from  me,  Jane,  to  send  you  to  a 
lonely  cell  !     As  for  Aunt  Louisa ' 
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He  rises. 

*  Where  are  you  going  ?'  asks  Jinnie 
anxiously. 

^  To  find  the  kitchen  fire.  Flames  alone 
can  purify  Aunt  Louisa's  crimes.' 

'  You  shan't  burn  my  book,  you  shan't !' 
cries  Jinnie  furiously.  '  Mammy,  mammy !' 
calling  to  her  mother  in  her  distress,  '  he 
is  going  to  burn  Aunt  Louisa  !' 

'  No,  Jane,'  says  Mr.  Browne  austerely  ; 
*  though  I  think  she  richly  deserves  it,  I 
am  not  going  to  burn  Aunt  Louisa.  Why 
should  I  ?  She  was  evidently  born  to  be 
hanged.  You  should  keep  to  the  strict 
truth,  my  infant.  Not  Aunt  Louisa,  but 
her  book,  is  to  be  consigned  to  the  flames.' 

'  Well,  I  won't  let  you,  I  won't  !'  cries 
Jinnie,  hanging  on  to  his  arm  like  a  little 
vampire. 

*  My  dear  Dicky,  what  are  you  doing 
now.^'  asks  Mrs.  Verschoyle,  coming  up 
to  them. 

'  Looking  after  Jinnie's  morals,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  with  much  dignity. 

He  had,  however,  created  the  diversion 
he  desired. 


CHAPTER   L. 

'Mine  eye  also  is  dim  by  reason  of  sorrow.' 

Lady  Maria,  who  has  worked  away  at  her 
knitting  with  almost  feverish  energy  for 
quite  five  minutes  after  they  are  gone, 
now  lays  down  her  arms.  Her  task,  per- 
haps, had  proved  too  much  for  her,  gallant 
as  her  old  soul  is. 

'  The  marriage  has  been  a  failure,  Jane,' 
says  she,  very  simply  and  sadly,  addressing 
Mrs.  Verschoyle,  who  has  lingered  in  the 
drawing-room  after  the  departure  of  their 
guests,  knowing  the  turmoil  that  is  dis- 
turbing the  sorrowful  heart  of  Anthony's 
mother.  At  this  she  comes  quietly  to 
Lady  Maria,  and,  kneeling  down  beside 
her,  lays  one  hand  with  a  half-embracing 
gesture  round  her. 
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*  Yes,  my  dear — a  failure/  says  Lady 
Maria.  All  her  wonderful  vivacity  is  gone. 
Indeed,  her  beautiful  old  hands,  that  had 
been  a  toast,  or  something  equivalent  to 
that,  in  the  last  generation,  tremble  so 
much  that  she  has  to  put  them  and  the 
beloved  knitting  into  her  lap. 

*  Oh,  I  can't,  I  won't  believe  it !'  cries 
Mrs.  Verschoyle,  almost  as  much  agitated. 
*  Good  heavens  !  what  a  happy  thing  it 
seemed — their  marriage,  I  mean — and  now 
.  .  .  You  remember,  don't  you,  how  Cecil 
before  it  looked  so  bright,  so  happy,  so 
contented.  You  must  remember,  too,  my 
saying  to  you  that  I  thought  she  was  much 
more  in  love  with  Tony  than  she  herself 
knew  ?' 

Lady  Maria  nods  her  head  sadly. 

'  Did  you  notice,'  says  she,  *  that  when- 
ever she  addressed  him — which  was  very 
seldom  —  she  called  him  Anthony,  not 
Tony !  Anthony  !  and  so  coldly  !  Jane, 
some  terrible  thing  has  happened,  to  separ- 
ate them — to  destroy  their  young  lives  !' 

She  stops.     To  Mrs.  Verschoyle's  aston- 
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ishment,  a  mist  of  tears  dims  the  keen  old 
eyes. 

'  Don't  be  so  unhappy  about  it,  dearest/ 
whispers  she,  gently  slipping  both  arms 
round  her.  'There  may  be  a  misunder- 
standing of  some  sort,  and  ...  I  think 
there  is  .  .  .  But  it  may  come  right  in 
the  end.'  She  says  it  quite  faithfully,  but 
her  tone  has  no  hope  in  it,  no  life. 

'  To  dwell  upon  that,  Jane,  is  only  to 
make  one  more  miserable  at  the  last,'  says 
Lady  Maria,  who  has  read  her  plainly. 
'  I  can  see ' — sorrowfully — '  you  think  as  I 
do.  Jane  ' — suddenly — '  come  closer  to 
me,  my  darling  !' 

She  hesitates,  as  if  uncertain  how  to  go 
on,  and  a  wave  of  colour  sweeps  across 
Mrs.  Verschoyle's  face.  Though  she  knows 
Lady  Maria  is  devoted  to  her,  expressions 
of  affection  are  very  rare  with  the  older 
woman  ;  and,  indeed,  she  has  always  treated 
Mrs.  Verschoyle  more  as  a  friend,  a  bonne 
camarade^  than  a  daughter,  until  now,  when 
the  grief  that  is  consuming  her  breaks 
down  all  barriers,   and  lays  bare  her  soul 
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and  her  real  love  for  the  wife  of  the  son 
who  had  been  beloved  beyond  all  the 
world. 

'  Come  closer,  Jane  !'  Mrs.  Verschoyle, 
who  is  really  at  her  feet,  drags  her  cushion 
nearer  to  her.  *  Have  you  noticed  ?'  savs 
Lady  Maria,  taking  Mrs.  Verschoyle's  hand 
into  her  own  trembling,  feverish  clasp. 
'  Have  you  ever  listened  when  she  is  speak- 
ing to  him  ?  ...  So  coldly,  dearest,  as  if — 
as  if  she  hated  him.  Jane  !'  in  a  frightened 
tone,  '  what  does  it  mean,  my  dear  ?  Does 
she — does  she  hate  him  ?' 

*  Oh,  no,  no  !' — in  great  distress,  the 
greater  in  that  once  or  twice  the  same 
thought  had  come  to  herself.  ^  How  could 
she  hate  him  ?  dear,  kind  fellow,  darling 
Tony  !      Oh,  impossible  !' 

'  She  does,'  says  Lady  Maria ;  the  firm, 
rather  authoritative  voice  sounds  very  feeble 
— very  tired.  ^  Oh,  my  poor  boy,  my 
pretty  Tony  !  You  didn't  know  him  when 
he  was  a  tiny  creature,  Jane,  with  his  hair 
so  soft  and  so  curly.  Not  so  handsome  as 
George,  ever — but  very,  very  pretty,  and 
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so  manly.  God  forgive  me  if  I  loved  his 
brother  better  than  I  loved  him  !  If  .  .  . 
I  don't  feel  so  sure  about  it  now,  Jane. 
Now,  when  I  see  that  strange  look  upon 
his  face,  that  dreadful  pretence  at  gaiety, 
and  his  dear  eyes  so  sad  all  the  time  .  .  . 
and  his  voice ' 

'  Mother  dearest  !'  Mrs.  Verschoyle's 
arms  press  her  closer.  '  Do  not  think  of 
it  like  that.  There  is  a  mistake  of  some 
sort,  some  miserable  misunderstanding,  but 
it  will  all  come  right  some  day.  No  one 
could  hate  Anthony — no  one  could  fail  to 
love  him.' 

Lady  Maria  shakes  her  head. 

'  You  are  a  good  girl,  Jane '  (Mrs.  Ver- 
schoylewill  always  be  a  girl  to  Lady  Maria), 
'  the  best ;  but  I  .  .  .  know  !  He  is  in 
terrible  trouble  !  I  see  it,  I  feel  it.'  Sud- 
denly she  begins  to  tremble.  '  I  wouldn't 
mind  anything,  Jane,  if  he  didn't  try  to 
/00k  happy.  Oh ' — bursting  all  at  once 
into  the  slow,  painful  tears  of  old  age — 
'  that  horrible  trying  !  it  cuts  to  my  very 
heart.     What  can  I  do  for  him,  Jane  ?' 
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'  You  will  be  quite  ill  if  you  go  on 
like  this/  says  Mrs.  Verschoyle  tenderly, 
anxiously.  '  Now  consider  ;  you  are  only 
imagining  all  this.  Matters  cannot  be  so 
bad  as  you  suppose.  For  one  thing,  to  do 
Cecil  justice,  I  don't  think  she  would 
wilfully  be  unkind  to ' 

Lady  Marias  tears  cease  on  the  spot. 
She  sits  up  stiffly. 

'  Don't  name  that  heartless  creature  to 
me  !'  says  she,  with  cold  anger.  '  I  dare  say, 
for  Anthony's  sake,  I  shall  manage  to  be 
civil  to  her  openly.     But ' 

The  '  but '  is  ominous. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

*  Last  year,  a  brief  while  since,  an  age  ago, 
A  whole  year  past,  with  bud  and  bloom  and  snow, 
O  moon  that  wast  in  heaven,  what  friends  were  we !' 

To-night  The  Towers  is  en  fete.  Anthony, 
in  one  of  the  few  interviews  he  permits 
himself  with  his  wife,  had  suggested  the 
desirability  of  returning  the  hospitality 
that  her  neighbours  had  showered  upon 
them  since  their  return  from  their  honey- 
moon, and  Cecil,  coldly,  had  told  him  she 
wondered  why  he  had  not  thought  of  it 
before.  He  might  have  given  a  very 
efficient  answer  to  that  question,  but  he 
did  not.  Her  coldness,  her  continued  dis- 
dain, had,  if  she  only  knew  it,  left  him 
dull  to  present  duties. 

But  what  should  the  return  be }     Even 
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the  most  incessant  list  of  dinner-parties 
did  not  seem  equal  to  filling  the  void. 
'  Give  them  a  dance/  suggested  Amyot 
one  day,  when  he  was  lunching  with 
them.  Oddly  enough,  Amyot  is  the  one 
person  in  Hillesden  to  whom  Cecil  has 
been  almost  her  own  self  since  her  return, 
if  one  excepts  Mr.  Browne — and  he  in 
quite  a  different  way — and  she  caught  on 
at  once  to  his  suggestion.  Yes,  a  dance 
it  should  be  ! 

Anthony,  coldly  acquiescent,  utterly  in- 
different to  anything  once  the  world's  eyes 
are  off  him,  had  nodded  his  head  at  that 
luncheon ;  and  all  at  once  the  thermo- 
meter runs  up  at  Hillesden  in  the  hearts 
of  all  the  young  men  and  maidens  there. 

The  dance  is  established. 

***** 

The  beautiful  old  reception-rooms  are 
to-night  ablaze  with  roses.  The  heart  of 
the  summer  has  reached  us  now,  and 

*  From  the  depths  of  the  green  garden-closes, 
Where  Summer  in  darkness  dozes, 
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Till  Autumn  pluck  from  his  hand 

An  hour-glass  that  holds  not  a  sand  ; 
From  the  maze  that  a  flower-belt  encloses 

To  the  stones  and  sea-grass  on  the  strand, 
How  red  is  the  reign  of  the  roses 

Over  the  rose-crowned  land  !' 

Roses,  roses  everywhere  to-night  in  the 
old  Towers,  the  greatness,  the  sweetness 
of  them  taking  one  captive  at  every  turn. 
The  gardeners  had  revolted  a  little  at  the 
onslaught  on  their  flowers,  but  Cecil  had 
had  her  own  way,  and  the  beautiful  old 
house  is  filled  all  through  with  many- 
coloured  roses,  brought  not  only  from  the 
houses  and  grounds  at  The  Towers,  but 
from  those  at  her  own  home  at  Fairtown. 

She  has  come  down  now,  although  it  is 
early  still.  But,  then,  she  has  grov/n  rest- 
less of  late,  and  a  little  impatient.  Lady 
Maria,  who,  with  her  party  (as  is  her 
wont  on  big  occasions  at  her  son's  house), 
had  driven  over  in  the  afternoon  to  dine 
and  dress  here,  is,  however,  before  her, 
with  Mrs.  Verschoyle — and  Jinnie,  who 
had  been  specially  asked  by  Anthony,  to 
please  his  mother. 

VOL.  III.  42 
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Cecil,  advancing  up  the  library  slowly, 
indifferently,  stops  beneath  a  chandelier  to 
pull  up  one  of  her  long  gloves.  Beautiful 
always,  she  has  surpassed  herself  to-night ; 
yet  she  is  very  plainly  dressed.  A  white 
satin  gown  [not  her  wedding-gown),  and 
only  one  little  string  of  pearls  around  her 
neck — the  latter  a  gift  from  her  father  in 
her  girlish  days.  Of  all  the  costly  gifts 
her  husband  had  lavished  on  her  before  her 
marriage,  not  one  is  to  be  seen. 

'  She  might  at  least  have  worn  the  tiara,' 
thinks  Mrs.  Verschoyle  bitterly  ;  she  knows 
that  the  entire  county  who  will  be  assem- 
bled here  to-night  had  either  seen  or  heard 
of  that  beautiful  diamond  thing,  and  would 
be  on  the  qui  vive  to  see  it. 

Lady  Maria,  after  a  courteous  but  cold 
greeting  of  her  son's  wife,  drops  back 
again  into  a  pretended  interest  in  the  book 
she  holds.  She,  too,  had  noted  the  meant 
simplicity  of  Cecil's  attire,  the  utter  want 
of  ornament,  save  that  one  string  of  pearls, 
which,  indeed,  is  almost  priceless,  but  had 
not   been   given   by  the    bridegroom.      She 
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has  noted,  too,  with  the  eye  of  a  con- 
noisseur where  beauty  is  concerned,  that 
Cecil's  haughty  loveKness  is  sufficient  for 
her,  without  any  outside  aid. 

Jinnie,  however,  childHke — children  are 
always  slaves  to  beauty — has  rushed  up  at 
once  to  Cecil,  and,  looking  at  her,  breathes 
softly : 

'  Oh,  you  are  nice  to-night  !  You 
are  !' 

Anthony,  coming  in  here,  goes  straight 
to  where  his  mother  is  sitting  beneath  the 
huge  coloured  shade  of  one  of  the  lamps. 

'  What  a  vision  !'  says  he,  in  the  usual 
light  style  he  affects  just  now — a  lightness 
so  sadly  belied  by  the  heaviness  that  rests 
always  on  his  eyes.  He  smiles  at  her  as 
he  says  it  ;  and,  indeed.  Lady  Maria,  in 
her  magnificent  gray  brocade  and  her  blaze 
of  diamonds,  is  a  charming  picture  that 
might  well  be  called  'Age  defying  Decay.' 
'  Jinnie,  come  here  and  admire  your  grand- 
mother.' 

'  I  can't !  I'm  admiring  her,'  says  Jinnie, 
pointing  a  lean  little  finger  at  Cecil.  Jinnie 
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has  no  manners,  and,  indeed,  if  one  takes 
into  consideration  the  shortness  of  her 
skirts  to-night,  very  little  clothes. 

'  Never  mind,'  says  Anthony,  in  a 
whisper  to  his  mother.  '  You  have  at 
least  one  stanch  admirer.'  As  he  says 
this  he  stoops  and  kisses  her. 

Jinnie,  as  usual,  sees  everything. 

'  Why  don't  you  kiss  Cecil,  too  ?'  cries 
she.     '  She's  just  as  lovely.' 

A  sudden  silence. 

Cecil  had  turned  crimson  for  a  moment, 
but  now  is  pale  as  death.  Anthony  alone 
preserves  his  calm. 

'  People  do  not,  as  a  rule,  kiss  in  public,' 
says  he  with  perfect  unconcern.  '  I  make 
your  grandmother  the  exception.' 

Once  again  an  angry  red  flames  in 
Cecil's  face.  ^  Oh,  ready  liar  !'  cries  she 
to  her  own  heart.  '  When  do  we  kiss 
...  in  public  or  in  private  ?'  A  great 
anguish  crushes  her  heart,  an  anguish  she 
cannot  understand. 

*■  They  do,'  says  Jinnie  earnestly.  *  I 
saw   Jones    kiss    Fanny    to-day.'       (Fanny 
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and    Jones     are     servants     in     Anthony's 
home.) 

'  What  is  to  be  done  with  Fanny  and 
Jones  ?'  austerely  demands  Mr.  Browne, 
who  has  strolled  in  from  the  conservatory, 
and  has  caught  a  glimpse  of  Cecil's  face. 
'  Such  vulgarity  ought  to  be  checked.' 
To  Jinnie  :  '  Are  you  certain  of  your 
assertion  ?' 

*  What's  that  ?'  asks  Jinnie. 

'  No  evasions  ' — sternly  ;  '  are   you   sure 

that   you  saw   Esau   kissing  Ka ,  that 

is,  Fanny  kissing  Jones  ?' 

*  No,  'twas  Jones,'  says  Jinnie,  with  wide 
eyes. 

'  The  same  thing  in  the  end,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  thoughtfully. 

^  Well,  he  did,'  says  Jane  defiantly.  '  I 
saw  him,  and  he  kissed  her  so  funny-like, 
too,  just  like  Fancy  ' — her  canary — '  kisses 
me.' 

'  Chaste  salute,'  says  Mr.  Browne.  '  I 
regret,  however,  Jane,  to  notice  that  you 
somewhat  countenance  the  levity  of  Fanny 
and  Jones.     I    put   Fanny   first,  as   I  feel 
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sure  she  is  the  principal  culprit.  Am  I 
really  to  understand  that  you  approve  of 
kissing  in  public  ?' 

'  'Twas  in  the  hall/  says  Jinnie  vaguely, 

*  That  is  no  answer,  and  silence  gives 
consent.  I  shall  therefore  at  once  proceed 
to  kiss  you  in  public.  For  long  I  have 
awaited  this  moment.' 

He  makes  two  tremendous  ogre-like 
strides  towards  her,  whereupon  a  skirmish 
ensues  that  threatens  danger  not  only  to 
life  and  limb,  but  to  all  the  crockeryware 
and  small  tables  in  the  room. 

I  am  bound  to  confess  Jinnie  gets  the 
best  of  it.  She,  as  a  rule,  is  too  much  for 
most  people,  and  presently  Mr.  Browne 
brings  his  chase  to  a  breathless  close,  seeing 
that  Cecil's  face  is  now  quite  calm  again. 

*  The  conservatories  are  charming,'  says 
he,  stopping  near  Anthony.  '  They  are 
well  worth  a  glance  before  they  are 
crowded.  Come  and  look  at  them.  I 
think,  however,  one  of  the  lamps  is  a 
little  high.  Perhaps  ' — glancing  at  Cecil 
— '  your  w^ife  will  come,  too.' 
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*  Will  you  ?'  asks  Anthony,  glancing 
coldly  at  his  wife  over  his  shoulder. 

'  I  think  not,  thank  you,'  returns  she. 
Her  voice  is  politely  contemptuous. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

'  Life  is  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it : 
I  thought  so  once,  and  now  I  know  it.' 

The  dancing  is  well  begun  now,  and, 
indeed,  so  far  has  the  evening  advanced 
that  the  dowagers  and  the  papas  (who  are 
playing  whist  in  a  charming  little  room, 
comfortably  far  from  the  sound  of  the 
band)  are  beginning  to  dream  of  supper. 
It  is  the  hour  when  gossip  is  rife  amongst 
the  non-dancers,  and  the  elderly  ladies  are 
thawing  towards  each  other,  and  growing 
confidential.  After  supper  they  will  be 
much  more  so,  but  even  now  little  price- 
less hints  and  innuendoes  are  passing  from 
lip  to  lip. 

The    feature    of    the    evening   is    Mrs. 
Berkeley,  who  has  annexed  a  fresh  victim. 
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Nothing  so  smart  as  her  Infantry  Boy 
(who,  indeed,  had  been  sufficiently  smart  to 
get  himself  removed  to  some  station  far, 
far  away  from  Hillesden),  but  solid.  The 
new  man  is  the  Anglo-Indian,  Shine  by 
name,  stout  by  nature,  and  reported  to  be 
as  rich  as  Croesus. 

He  had  seemed  much  attracted  by  Mrs. 
Berkeley's  elderly  young  charms  on  the 
occasion  of  their  first  meeting,  and  in- 
deed, according  to  Amyot,  who  has 
watched  Mrs.  Berkeley's  progress  from 
afar,  no  one  else  has  been  allowed  so  much 
as  ^  a  look  in,'  ever  since  that  memorable 
dinner-party.  And,  strange  to  say,  in  spite 
of  all  Mrs.  Langley-Binks'  effbrts,  and 
they  have  been  leviathan,  Mr.  Shine  has 
never  wavered  in  his  devotion  to  the  widow 
since  that  night — '  Mrs.  B.,'  as  he  now 
familiarly  calls  her,  being  very  vulgar,  poor 
man  !  But  then,  after  all,  he  isnt  a  poor 
man.  So  Hillesden  major  refuses  to  call 
him  vulgar,  whilst  Hillesden  minor  is  dis- 
creetly silent.  The  man  is  well  connected 
on    one    side,    and    really,   as   Lady  Maria 
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says,  '  if  he  will  only  marry  Mrs.  Berkeley, 
and  take  her  away,  a  debt  of  gratitude  will 
be  due  to  him.' 

•tP  ^  ^  ^  "Ir 

'  Carry,'  says  Amyot,  who  is  dancing 
with  Miss  Desmond,  '  come  out  here.' 
He  draws  her  towards  an  open  window 
where  there  are  seats.  ^  I've  got  some- 
thing to  tell  you.  I'm  going  to  propose 
to  that  girl  to-night,  or  ' —  tragically  — 
*  never !' 

*  What  courage  you  have !'  says  Carry. 
'  I — I  had  thought  of  saying  "  Yes  "  to 
Mr.  Popkin  to-night,  but ' 

*  Oh,  don't,'  says  Ritchie.  *  He's  such 
an  ass.' 

*  I  must,  however.  Everyone  wants  me 
to  do  it.  And  he  has  come.  I  fancied  ' 
— with  a  heavy  sigh — *  being  a  big  dance, 
you  know,  that  he  wouldnt  come,  but  here 
he  is.' 

'  As  large  as  life  and  as  ugly  as  ever,' 
says  Richie,  a  little  viciously. 

*  Oh,  don't  mind  me,'  says  she  affec- 
tionately.    *  Tell   me  about   yourself.      So 


A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE  139 

you  are  really  going  to  propose  to  her 
to-night  ?' 

*  Yes ' — sullenly.     '  I  suppose  so/ 

At  this  moment  he  lifts  his  eyes,  and 
sees  Mrs.  Langley-Binks  swooping  down 
upon  him  with  all  sails  spread. 

'  Here  is  her  mother.  By  Jove  !  I'm 
not  equal  to  that.  To  be  taken  in  tow  by 
her  is  too  much.  Why  can't  she  leave  me 
alone  ?' 

He  looks  round,  as  if  for  escape,  and 
finds  Dicky  Browne  at  his  shoulder.  Now, 
Dicky  is  a  born  diplomatist,  and  Amyot, 
without  a  second's  hesitation,  flings  him- 
self upon  his  tender  mercies. 

'Look  here,  Dicky.  Here's  Mrs. 
Langley-Binks  coming  towards  us.  She 
wants  me.  But  will  you  for  a  little  while 
hold  on  to  her  ?' 

'  My  dear  fellow,  what  a  sensational 
request.  Where  am  I  to  hold  on  ?  To 
what  ?  However,  go,  I'll  face  the  foe 
alone.     But  what  am  I  to  do  ?' 

'  Scal'p  her^  says  Richie  viciously. 

*A    hopeless    job,'    says     Mr.    Browne. 
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*  And  not  to  be  done.  You  might  as  well 
dream  of  taking  the  breeks  off  a  High- 
lander. Her  hair  is  false.  There,  go. 
She's  coming.' 

Whereon  Richie  flies. 

With  the  courage  of  despair,  Mr. 
Browne  stands  firm,  and  awaits  the  coming 
of  Mrs.  Langley-Binks  with  a  truly  noble 
fortitude. 

^  I've  been  watching  you  from  afar,'  says 
she,  in  her  own  gay  little  way,  and  with  a 
laugh  that  shakes  the  room.  It  is  a  long 
laugh,  and  gives  her  the  opportunity  of 
looking  round  her  north,  east  and  west  for 
the  vanished  Amyot.  '  And  you  looked 
so  solemn,  so  unlike  your  delightful  self, 
so — haw!  haw!  —  intense.  As  though 
this  frivolity  was  a  trouble  to  you — as  if 
your  thoughts  were  miles  away  I' 

'  Not  quite  so  far  as  that,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  sweetly,  a  little  bashfully  indeed. 

'  And  how  far,  then  ?'  demands  Mrs. 
Langley-Binks  with  an  elephantine  attempt 
at  playfulness. 

'  Only  in  the  next  room,'  says  Dicky,  as 
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if  very  nervously  this  time.  '  Your 
daughter,  Mrs.  Langley-Binks,  I  hear,  is 
there.' 

'  Did  you  hear  so  ?  Dear  me  !'  says  she. 
'  But Haw,  haw,  haw  !' 

Again  her  dreadful  laugh  expands  her 
lungs,  and  the  people  on  the  lawn  outside 
stand  and  wonder  whether  really  all  this 
late  heat  is  going  to  lead  to  thunder. 

^  You're  so  funny  always,  Mr.  Browne.' 

'  Do  you  know,  sometimes  I  think  I 
am,'  says  Dicky  sadly. 

At  which  Mrs.  Langley-Binks  gives 
way  to  another  alarming  burst  of  mirth, 
and  goes  on  to  the  next  group  in  search  of 
Amyot. 

'  I  should  think  the  villagers  in  the  next 
hamlet  are  "  sitting  up  "  by  this,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  in  a  dazed  tone.  '  Seven-leagued 
boots  I've  heard  of,  but  a  seven-leagued 
laugh ' 

'  Belongs  only  to  Mrs.  Langley-Binks,' 
put  in  Mrs.  Berkeley  at  his  elbow.  'Have 
you  heard  the  latest  about  her  ?  She  was 
discovered  yesterday   singeing   her  hair  to 
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make  it  grow.  Her  false  hair  !  She  had 
asked — well,  I  think  I  ought  not  to  men- 
tion names,  but  she  had  asked  some  people 
to  luncheon.  And  she  was  a  little  late, 
don't  you  know.  And  she  sent  for  them 
to  come  up  to  her  room — such  pretty 
familiarity,  you  know.  And  there,  as  if 
by  chance,  they  saw  the  singeing.  Very 
clever,  don't  you  think,  eh  ?  When  I 
have  to  come  to  false  hair  ' — she  is  covered 
with  it — '  I  shan't  call  in  my  friends  and 
neighbours  to  see  it  singed.  Awful  good 
story,  however,  eh  ?  One  doesn't  often 
hear  one  as  good  as  that,  don't  you  think  ?' 
— turning  to  Mr.  Shine,  who  seems  con- 
vulsed with  mirth. 

'  Come  and  have  some  cup,'  says  he. 

*  This  is  getting  too  much  for  me,'  Mr. 
Browne  murmurs  sadly  to  himself.  '  I 
would  I  were  in  my  little  bed.' 

'  Really,  d'ye  know,  so  do  I,'  says  Mr. 
Popkin  at  his  elbow.  *  All  these  young 
ladies — you  know,  eh  ?  a  little  too  kind, 
don't  vou  think  ?  I — hee,  hee  ! — have 
had   such    a   run    from    them.       I,    too,   I 
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assure  you,  Mr.  Browne,  would  be  abed, 
where — hee,  hee  ! — if  I  may  without 
irreverence  say  so,  "  The  wicked  cease 
from  troubling,  and  the  weary  " — Tm  the 
'*  wxary  ''  ' — with  a  fatuous  smile — "  are  at 
rest  !"  ' 

Mr.  Browne  turns  a  thoughtful  eye 
upon  him. 

*  Why  don't  you  go,  then  ?'  says  he, 
alluding  to  the  little  bed. 

'  Ah,  think  how  I  should  be  missed  !' 
says  the  curate,  throwing  his  head  patheti- 
cally on  one  side. 

At  this  Mr.  Browne  turns  tail  and 
makes  with  all  speed  for  an  open  door. 
It  is  bad  to  pound  a  man  to  a  jelly  in  a 
friend's  rooms ! 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

'  Neither  sleep,  nor  bread,  nor  wine, 
Seems  pleasant  to  me ;  yea,  no  thing  that  is 
Seems  pleasant  to  me.' 

Verschoyle  has  come  straight  across  the 
ballroom  to  where  his  wife  is  standing, 

'  Will  you  dance  this  with  me  ?'  says 
he  abruptly. 

He  hardly  knows  why  he  crossed  the 
room,  or  why  he  is  now  asking  her  to 
dance  with  him.  It  was  the  impulse  of  a 
moment. 

*  I  am  very  sorry ' — she  does  not  look  at 
him — ^  but  I'm  afraid  I  am  too  tired.  I 
have  this  moment  refused  Captain  For- 
tescue.' 

'  Not  so  much  as  a  dance !'  says  he,  with 
a   mocking    smile.       '  Yet,    surely,    during 
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your  short  lifetime  you  must  have  given  a 
dance  to  even  greater  miscreants  than  I 
am — in  your  sight !' 

His  half-contemptuous  air  irritates  her. 

*  It  is  difficult  to  understand  you,'  says 
she  coldly.     '  You  have  so  many  moods.' 

*I  shall  be  plain,  then.  You  prefer, 
perhaps,  not  to  be  seen  with  me.' 

'That  may  be  counted  among  the 
absurdities,  surely.  As  ' — with  an  insolent 
droop  of  her  white  lids — ^  I  have  to  be 
seen  with  you  every  day.' 

*  You  will  give  me  this  dance,  then  ?' 
His  tone  is  utterly  indifferent,  and  even 

subtly  amused. 

'  Certainly  not  !' 

'  But  why  ?' 

'  I  have  already  told  you — I  am  too 
tired.' 

'  We  need  not  dance  it.' 

For  a  moment  a  frovv^n  settles  on  her 
forehead,  and  she  pales. 

'  Why  do  you  so  insist  ?'  asks  she,  a 
proud  defiance  in  her  eyes.  '  However,  I 
shall  sit  it  out  with  you,  if — if — scornfully 

VOL.  III.  43 
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— *  you  think  publicity  of  this  sort  so 
necessary/ 

His  lip  curls. 

*  So  far  from  that,'  returns  he,  his  tone 
still  half  humorous  —  wholly  indifferent, 
'  I  was  going  to  suggest  to  you  a  turn  or 
two  in  the  gardens — you  look  pale  and 
tired;  the  air  may  do  you  good— where 
no  one  can  see  us/ 

^  In  the  gardens !  Ah  !'  with  a  swift 
and  eloquent  glance  behind  her,  where  the 
many  electric  lights  are  turning  night  into 
day,  and  revealing  the  figures  walking  up 
and  down.  '  That  is  where  the  real  pub- 
licity lies.' 

There  is  something  cynical,  sarcastic,  in 
her  air.  It  sits  so  ill  upon  her  that  Ver- 
schoyle  casts  a  quick  glance  at  her — at 
the  pale,  cold,  disdainful,  faultless  face. 
Her  eyes  are  downcast,  and  the  long,  dark 
lashes  lie  like  shadows  on  her  cheeks. 
How  pale  she  is  !  Is  it  only  a  momen- 
tary pallor,  or An  awful  fear  shoots 

through  his  heart. 

'  Let  us  court  it,  then,'  says  he  quietly. 
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Outside,  in  the  cool  dry  air,  the  rest  may 
do  her  good.  She  looks  as  if  she  wanted 
rest — or  is  it  happiness,  or  hope  ? 

She  makes  no  reply. 

The  night  is  exquisite  with  moon  and 
stars,  that  make  the  elaborate  electric  lights 
below  look  small  and  tawdry.  Theatrical 
always,  they  look  much  more  so  now, 
with  heaven's  lights  above  them.  It  is  a 
singularly  bright  night,  and  only  here  and 
there  in  little  paths,  quaintly  hedged  by 
evergreens  on  either  side,  dwells  the  dark- 
ness that  should  belong  to  night — the 
restful,  the  calm,  the  holy. 

They  have  stopped  now,  far  beyond  the 
reach  or  hearing  of  the  many  animated 
couples  who  are  making  gay  the  walks 
beneath  the  electric  lamps.  Only  the 
soft,  sleeping  lawn  lies  before  them,  sweet 
with  its  night's  moisture.  Cecil's  eyes 
wander  slowly  over  it,  unseeing  at  first, 
but  at  last  noting  the  little  glistening  drops 
that  lie  in  the  cups  of  the  half-shut  flowers, 
and  that  decorate  each  blade  and  stem. 

It  seems  like  an  enchanted  grove.     The 
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music  for  the  moment  has  ceased,  and  the 
voices  of  those  behind  her  are  too  far  away 
to  disturb  this  miraculous  silence,  that 
seems  to  have  caught  and  held  the  world. 
Time  stands  now,  indeed,  upon  the  border- 
land that  divides  night  from  day  in  these 
soft  summer  hours,  when 

*  The  deep,  dreamlike  dew  before  the  dawn 
Feels  not  the  fingers  of  the  sunlight  yet 
Its  silver  web  unweave.' 

A  stray  sad  wave  of  thought,  piercing 
like  a  sword  through  the  delicious  drowsi- 
ness of  her  thoughts,  wakes  her  to  a  full 
consciousness  of  the  misery  of  the  life 
she  is  leading — the  life  she  will  have 
to  lead  till  Heaven's  mercy  brings  her 
death. 

She  turns  to  Verschoyle. 

*  Why  have  you  brought  me  here  ? 
What  is  to  be  gained  by  it,  for  you — or 
me?' 

*  I  did  not  think  of  gain.' 

'  You  forget.  It  was  for  appearances' 
sake  you  brought  me  here ;  that  was  for 
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gain — to  prevent  our  neighbours  talking. 
Oh,  I  put  it  plainly  !  But  neither  you  nor 
I,  should  we  try  with  all  our  wit,  could 
prevent  that.  As  for  me  ' — she  is  trembling 
now,  but  her  voice  is  resolute — '  I  am  tired 
of  it  all.  .  .  .  The  eternal,  useless  pretence 
.  .  .  the  stupid  belief  that  we  have  hood- 
winked everyone    into   regarding    us   as   a 

model  couple  .  .  .  loving  and  beloved ' 

She  breaks  off  shortly,  tightening  each 
hand  upon  her  gown  until  the  storm  be 
past.  And  she  does  conquer,  but  the  vic- 
tory leaves  her  very  white  and  cold.  '  I 
am  tired  of  it,'  says  she  again,  in  a  low 
voice.  '  The  task  has  proved  too  much 
for  me.      I  can  pretend  no  more  !' 

'  You  mean ' 

If  /ler  face  is  white,  his  is  ghastly.  She 
hesitates  ;  then  all  at  once  bursts  out : 

*  Oh,  let  me  go  away — anywhere — any- 
where where  I  cannot  see  you  !  This  is 
killing  me — the  deceit  of  it — the  perpetual 
strain  !' 

*  Anywhere  where  I  cannot  see  you  !' 
The  words  seem  to  repeat  themselves  in  a 
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thousand  numbers,  as  though  some  distant 
bell  were  sounding  them  upon  his  brain. 
The  brain — poor  buffer  ! — reels  a  little, 
then  recovers. 

*  For  your  sake,'  says  he  coldly,  '  I  shall 
not  consent  to  that  until  you  have  had  full 
time  to  consider  the  consequences  of  the 
act  you  propose.  The  deceit,  as  you  call 
it,  and  the  strain  are  bad  enough ;  but  the 
position  of  a  woman  separated  from  her 
husband,  you  will  find,  is  far  worse — as 
society  now  goes.' 

*  I  care  nothing  '  —  proudly  —  '  about 
society  !' 

'  Not  at  this  moment.'  He  cannot  alto- 
gether repress  the  bitterness  of  his  spirit  as 
he  speaks.  *  But  you  are  only  twenty-one, 
and  life  is  unkind ;  it  gives  one  a  possible 
threescore  years  and  ten.  And ' — all  at 
once  his  eyes  grow  stern — '  if  you  decide 
on  leaving  me  now — well,  go  !  But,  re- 
member, I  shall  never  willingly  look  upon 
your  face  again.  Should  you  repent  your 
decision,  don't ' — with  a  cold  smile — '  come 
to  me  for  help  ;   all  the  remainder  of  your 
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seventy  years  would  not  avail  you  to  get 
my  forgiveness/ 

She  turns  upon  him. 

*  How  dare  you/  says  she  in  a  low  tone, 
but  with  terrible  intensity,  ^  speak  to  me  as 
if  /  were  to  be  the  pardoned  one  ?     You 

— you '     Agitation  checks  her  for  the 

moment.   '  If  you  have  forgotten,  you  must 
be  mad  !' 

'  I    forget   nothing,'  says  he  abruptly — 
'  especially  where  you  are  concerned.' 
'  Oh,  as  for  me  !'  contemptuously. 

*  Cecil !'  Suddenly  he  catches  her  arms, 
and  so  holds  her,  a  miserable,  angry  light 
within  his  eyes.  '  I  have  told  you  a  great 
deal ' 

'  You  '  —  with  indomitable  courage, 
though  her  heart  in  reality  is  sinking 
within  her — '  have  confessed  a  good  deal.' 

'  Well,  so  be  it.  I  have  at  least  told 
you — that ' 

She  interrupts  him  eagerly,  almost 
wildly. 

'  That  there  was  a  reason  for  your  sup- 
pression   of    that    letter.       Ah !' — with    a 
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suffocating  little  sob,  that  might  mean 
triumph,  or  almost  insupportable  joy,  or, 
indeed,  anything — ^  you  are  going  to  give 
it  to  me  at  last  ?' 

She  bends  forward.  Her  soft  eyes  seem 
on  fire  in  the  moonlight.  She  stands,  a 
little  shrinking,  a  little  wondering,  her 
hands  apart.     Is  he  going  to  tell  her  ? 

'  The  reason  still  remains,'  says  he  in  a 
low  voice.     He  feels  choking. 

*  You  mean — you  will  not  tell  me?' 
'  I  cannot.' 

She  steps  back,  and  breaks  into  a  strange, 
cruel  little  laugh. 

*  And  you — expect  me  to  believe  that — 
that  some  splendid  cause  compelled  you  to 
suppress  that  letter  ?' 

'  Certainly  I  do.  To  me,  at  all  events' 
— his  voice  grows  very  weary — *  it  seemed 
a  splendid  cause,'  he  says. 

Something  in  his  manner  moves  her. 
She  comes  nearer  to  him. 

*  You  have  got  the  letter  Sidney  wrote 
to  me,'  says  she  coldly,  but  very  gently,  in 
the  tone  of  one  who  is  ready  to  give  an 
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enemy  a  last  chance.  '  I — I  have  not  asked 
you  for  it  before,  because — because  the 
contents  were  so  useless,  perhaps  ...  or 
perhaps  for  some  other  reason.  Will  you 
give  it  to  me  ?  Surely  you  ought ;  it  is 
mine — not  yours.  And — I  should  like  to 
have  it.' 

She  had  hesitated  at  the  '  and.'  Up  to 
that  she  seemed  only  eager  to  gratify  a 
certain  curiosity.  But  to  Verschoyle  the 
hesitation  at  the  last  savoured  of  a  lingering, 
nay,  a  still  overpowering,  desire  for  Sidney 
Fenton. 

'  I  am  sorry  I  cannot  gratify  you,'  says 
he  icily.  ^  It  is  no  longer  in  my  posses- 
sion.' 

'  You — you ' 

'  I  burned  it ' — concisely. 

'  Burned  it  ?' 

'  I  have  said  so  ' — with  a  shrug.  '  I 
thought  the  fire  was  the  best  place  for  it. 
Fire  is  very  purifying,  you  know.' 

'  Burned  it !'  She  repeats  the  words 
again,  and  her  face  grows  haggard. 

'  You  are  more  clever  than  I  ever  dreamt 
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you/  says  she  in  a  slow,  strange  tone. 
*  What  is  it  the  lawyer  people  say — the 
people  in  the  papers? — "You  have  de- 
stroyed the  evidence  of  your  crime  " ! 
It  was  very  wise,  very  clever  !  But  not  * 
—  with  ineffable  disdain  —  '  very  con- 
vincing !' 

*  I  can  quite  see  that  my  burning  of 
Fenton's  letter  is  to  you  fresh  evidence  of 
my  depravity.  I  am  quite  aware,  too,  that 
you  would  believe  anything  against  me — 
anything  for  him  !  As  for  that  letter,  the 
burning  of  it  I  consider  no  crime.' 

He  has  drawn  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  as  if  in  defiance  of  her. 

*  But  why  ?  Why  ?  How  can  you 
defend  yourself?' 

Her  contemptuous  mood  of  a  moment 
ago  has  deserted  her.  She  is  confronting 
him  with  anger,  even  rage,  in  her  eyes — 
and  hope. 

'  I  do  not  seek  to  defend  myself,'  says 
Verschoyle  immovably.  '  It  would  be 
folly,  with  judge  and  jury  and  all  against 
me.' 
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*  You  mean  by  that ' — unsteadily — *  that 
I  am  not  giving  you  a  fair  hearing  ?' 

*  That  you  never  gave  me.' 

*  You  mean  it,  then  ?* 
He  is  silent. 

'  You  say  nothing !'  cries  she  in  an 
anguished  tone, 

'  I  shall  never  say  anything !'  says  Ver- 
schoyle,  with  such  a  sudden  burst  of  fury 
that,  though  not,  perhaps,  altogether  losing 
her  courage,  she  still  shrinks  away  from  him. 

When  she  looks  up,  he  is  gone ;  and, 
somehow,  with  his  going  goes,  too,  all 
persistence  in  the  thought  of  a  separation 
from  him. 

No ;  it  is  impossible.  She  must  live  her 
life  out  as  it  is.  Oh,  dear  Heaven  !  if  he 
could  only  prove  himself  worthy — free 
from  sin  and  dishonourable  stain  !  But 
that — that  hope  is  dead. 

Well,  in  spite  of  all  she  has  said  to  him, 
she  will  stay — stay  always.  And  perhaps — 
who  knows  ? — the  waiting  may  not  be  too 
long :  Death  may  come — the  kind,  the 
unkind.  Death. 
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Kind  it  would  be  to  her,  at  all  events. 
The  thoughts  of  some  old  writer  rush  to 
her  mind  as  she  stands  on  the  confines  of 
the  dewy  lawn,  with  all  the  stars  above 
shining  down  upon  her  :  '  We  know 
nothing  whatever  about  death  for  certain, 
save  that  it  puts  an  end  to  the  sorrows  of 
life; 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

'  And  no  man  sees 
Beyond  the  gods  and  fate.' 

The  supper  dances  are  hardly  yet  at  an 
end,  and  in  the  supper-room  many  people 
are  still  lingering.  Here,  indeed,  the 
maiden  ladies  of  too  terribly  certain  age 
are  congregated  in  small  batches,  discussing 
the  latest  scandal,  and  suggesting  broadly 
scandals  still  to  come. 

*  And  all  unmarried,'  says  Mr.  Browne 
severely,  regarding  them  with  distinct  dis- 
approval, and  from  a  safe  distance.  '  And 
no  chaperons,  I'm  told !  Very  improper, 
in  my  opinion.  Fancy  marriageable  old 
girls  like  that  being  let  out  alone  !  I  shall 
speak  to  Cecil.' 

He  goes  off,  presumably  to  argue  with 
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Cecil  upon  the  points  of  decency  and 
decorum ;  but,  wandering  here  and  there, 
coming  sometimes  into  shadowed  corners 
and  behind  screens,  creates  immense  dis- 
comfort. 

'  I've  flushed  more  coveys  to-night,' says 
he  to  one  of  his  innumerable  friends,  '  than 
I've  ever  done  in  November.' 

One  pair,  at  all  events,  he  refrains  from 
disturbing.  Amyot  and  Carry,  sitting  fete- 
a-tete  on  the  top  step  of  the  staircase,  are 
looking  so  gloomy,  so  altogether  unworthy 
of  Mr.  Browne's  attentions,  that  he  leaves 
them  in  peace. 

In  the  meantime  the  '  fascinating  old 
girls '  in  the  supper-room  are  having  a 
rare  good  time.  As  has  been  said,  every- 
one is  on  the  qui  vive  to  know  whether  or 
not  Mrs.  Berkeley  will  bring  her  open 
designs  on  the  Anglo-Indian  to  a  successful 
termination.  But  now,  as  the  pair  in 
question  enter  the  supper-room,  all  the  old 
eyes  grow  keen  and  all  the  old  ears  alert. 
*  What's  he  saying,  my  dear  ?' 

They  all  bend  forward,  but  the  voices  at 
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the  end  of  the  table  are  still  low.  They 
are  wary  hunters,  however,  and  so  they 
wait — to  find  their  reward  presently. 

Mrs.  Berkeley,  at  a  prolonged  whisper 
from  the  infatuated  Mr.  Shine,  as  if  over- 
come by  what  he  is  saying,  loses  herself 
a  little,  and  lets  her  delight  express  itself 
in  a  raised  utterance  : 

'  Oh,  Samuel  !  You  are  a  perfect  dar- 
ling  !' 

That  settles  the  question  at  once  and  for 
ever.  They  are  engaged  I  The  old  girls 
fall  back  upon  their  chairs. 

'  She's  done  it !' 

'  And  diamonds,  if  anything !  She'd 
never  call  him  ''  darling  '*  under  diamonds!' 

'  She's  caught  him.      Poor  dear  man  !' 

And  so  she  has.  For  once  the  old  girls 
— -and  gossip — are  right. 


On  the  top  step  of  the  stairs  Carry  and 
Amyot  are  still  seated.  Their  faces,  as 
has  been  hinted,  are  downcast. 

'  So,'  says  Carry,  bringing  to  an  end  an 
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exhaustive  and  plainly  disappointing  ex- 
amination, '  you  did  not  propose  to  her  ?' 

Richie  is  silent  for  a  moment. 

'No'— at  last— 'I  didn't.  Couldn't 
you  see  that  ?  I  '  —  gloomily  — '  would 
rather  murder  her  than  marry  her/ 

'  Oh,  Richie  !' 

'  Yes,  I  would  ' — vehemently.  '  'Pon 
my  soul  I  would  I  Sometimes — often,  of 
late — I  can  hardly  keep  my  hands  off 
her.'  His  excitement  dies  suddenly  away. 
*  Look  here.  Carry :  I'm  off  to  California 
at  once.' 

'  Oh  no  !' 

'  Yes,  I  am.  I  mean  it.  There's  nothing 
to  be  done  here.  The  old  place  is  up  to 
its  neck  ;  it ' — here  the  poor  lad  chokes 
a  little — '  must  go  !  But  I  can't  stay 
here.  Carry,  to  see  it  go  —  to  see  it 
in  another's  possession.  It  has  been  ours 
...  so  long.' 

'  But,  Richie  dear ' 

'  No,  don't  try  to  stop  me.  I  shall  leave 
here  to-morrow.' 

'  To-morrow  ?'      Her  voice  has  lost  its 
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usual  wonderful  strength,  her  face  stiffens. 

*  To-morrow !' 

'  Yes.  The  sooner  I  go,  the  better. 
What's  the  good  of  staying  here,  eating 
my  heart  out  over  each  stick  and  stone  I 
have  loved  all  my  life  ?  Don't  try  to 
keep  me  back.  You  are  the  only  real 
chum  I  have  in  the  world,  Carry,  so  you 
ought  to  be  the  one  to  help  me  forward, 
to  give  me  ' — with  a  long-drawn  breath — 

*  some  sort  of  heart  about  it.  Look  here  : 
I  can't  say  good-bye  to — to  all  my  old 
friends.' 

She  turns  upon  him,  pale,  indignant. 

*  Then,  is  it  here  .  .  .  like  this  .  .  . 
you  are  going  to  say  good-bye  to  meV 

*■  No,  no.  I  was  coming  to  that.  To 
you  I  must  say  good-bye.'  He  looks 
miserably  round  him,  shaking  his  head, 
as  if  to  keep  down  the  rebellious  tears 
that  are  rising  to  his  eyes.  '  Oh,  Carry  ! 
Isn't  it  all  beastly  hard  .f^  I  wish — it  is 
selfish,  I  know — but  I  can't  help  wishing 
you  were  ruined,  too,  and  had  to  go  to 
California.' 

VOL.  III.  44 
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*  Well,  do  you  know,  Fm  not  sure  Vd 
choose  California,'  says  Carry  thoughtfully. 
*  Of  course,  I  mean  if  I  alone  were  ruined, 
and  you  were  not  going  there.  Cowboys, 
I've  always  said,  are  horrid ;  and  I'm  sure 
there  are  cowboys  in  California.  Australia, 
now  !  There's  a  big  field  there,  isn't  there  ? 
And  gold-mines,  and  things  ?' 

'  No ;  I'll  go  to  California,'  says  Richie 
dejectedly.  '  One  place  is  as  good  as 
another,  after  this.  This  is  home,  you 
see,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  world  is  a 
hotel.' 

Silence  falls  upon  them  for  a  little  while, 
and  then : 

'  Will  you  meet  me  to-morrow,  about 
five — I  shan't  go  till  the  eight  train — up 
at  the  old  stream,  where  the  Droon  turns 
its  elbow  ?     Where ' 

His  grief  at  last  gains  the  mastery  over 
him.  Oh,  dear  Droon  !  oh,  good  Droon  ! 
that  has  yielded  him  so  many  a  fair  half- 
pounder  !  He  turns  aside,  and  stamps 
angrily  upon  the  step  beneath  him,  as  if 
by    this     outburst    of    wrath    against    his 
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honest  emotion  he  hopes  to  recover  him- 
self. 

Carry  tries  to  say  something,  but  fails. 
No  thoughts  come  to  her.  Her  tongue 
seems  tied.  Richie  going — Richie  !  Her 
best,  her  dearest  friend.  Nay,  is  he  not 
her  only  real  friend,  as  she  is  his  ? 

'  You'll  be  there  ?'  says  he  at  last,  with- 
out looking  at  her. 

*  Yes.'    Her  voice  is  very  husky. 

Rising,  the  two  forlorn  ones  descend  the 
stairs — Richie  to  go  straight  to  his  beloved 
home,  now  all  but  lost  to  him. 


CHAPTER  LV. 

*  There  is  no  woman  living  that  draws  breath 
So  sad  as  I,  though  all  things  sadden  her.' 

Mr.  Browne  has  sauntered  out  for  a 
morning  walk,  finding  the  day  pleasant. 
Down  by  the  river  is  his  usual  run,  the 
river,  like  the  day,  being  pleasant  to 
him. 

And  as  he  goes  he  meditates  on  his  next 
visit.  It  will  begin  to-morrow,  and  will 
land  him  in  Hertfordshire,  and  he  is 
wondering  vaguely  who  the  Stainworths 
have  asked  to  meet  him.  He  has  already 
reached  the  river,  and  is  far  into  the  little 
wood  on  its  left,  before  he  comes  to  the 
conclusion  that  Mrs.  Stainworth  won't 
ask  Evelyn  Morne.  There  had  been  a 
little  too   much    of  him   and   Evelyn  last 
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time — too  many  corners,  and  too  much  of 
the  old  screen  business.  Yet  Evelyn  had 
been  a  nice  girl,  too.  .   .  . 

He  breaks  off  suddenly  in  his  senti- 
mental dreamings.  To  his  astonishment, 
he  can  see,  there  below  him  in  the  wood, 
a  figure  seated — a  woman  with  something 
about  her,  even  at  this  distance,  familiar  to 
him.  She  is  sitting  on  a  fallen  length  of 
timber,  and  surely,  surely,  he  tells  himself 
as  he  draws  nearer,  it  is  Miss  Royce. 
There  is  hesitation,  however,  in  his  deci- 
sion. But  a  desire  to  know  that  is  inborn 
in  Dicky — a  sense  that  foolish  people  might 
call  curiosity — urges  him  to  the  front.  But 
even  as  he  hesitates,  making  up  his  mind 
as  to  whether  it  is  or  is  not  Miss  Royce, 
the  figure  turns  her  head  towards  him,  sees 
hjm,  and,  rising,  makes  an  effort  to  escape ; 
but  Mr.  Browne,  running  forward,  pre- 
vents this.  It  goes  to  his  heart — though 
he  always  says  he  hasn't  one — that  she 
should  regard  herself  as  an  outlaw. 

*  I  say.  Miss  Royce ' — coming  up  with 
her — ^  you  remember  me,  don't  you  ?'     He 
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takes  her  hand  in  spite  of  her,  and  shakes 
it  warmly. 

'  Mr.  Browne/  says  she  faintly.  '  Yes, 
I  remember  you.' 

The  terrible  sadness  lof  her  face,  the 
extreme  depression  that  seems  to  hang 
round  her,  make  Dicky  very  uncom- 
fortable. 

'  I'm  glad  of  that,'  says  he  kindly. 
'  But ' — he  stops,  touched  by  the  shamed 
fear  in  the  girl's  eyes — 'you  don't  look 
well,'  says  he.  *Not  very  fit,  don't  you 
know.' 

*  That's  a  mistake,'  savs  she.  '  I  am 
well  ...  in  body.  In  mind  I  am  dis- 
tressed. Mr.  Browne,  I  think — I  know  I 
can  trust  you.  Will  you  answer  me  one 
question  ?  Is  it  true  that  Mr.  Verschoyle 
and  his  wife  are  unhappy  ?' 

Dicky  hesitates.  It  is  certainly  a  large 
order.  To  betray  Cecil's  relations  towards 
her  husband  is  one  thing,  yet  to  let  those 
unhappy  relations  continue,  for  the  sake  of 
a  word  or  two,  seems  abominable — nay, 
more,  criminal.     To  keep  silence  now  may 
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mean  condemning  Cecil  to  a  lifelong  un- 
happiness. 

Dick  temporizes. 

*  Who  has  told  you  that  ?'  asks  he. 

'  You  must  not  ask  me.  I  have  heard 
it.  That  Mr.  Verschoyle  was  unhappy 
was  sufficient  to  bring  me  down  here  to- 
day.    Is  he  unhappy  ?' 

*  They  are  both  unhappy/  says  Dicky 
slowly. 

'  She,  too  !     I  thought  her  too  cold.' 
'  Mrs.  Verschoyle  ?' 

*  Yes.  I  am  sorry  about  her,  as  you  tell 
me  she  is  not  as  happy  as  she  might  be. 
But  that  is  her  own  affair.  She  went  here 
and  there  ' — with  a  marvellously  expressive 
movement  of  her  thin  shoulders.  *  Women 
who  love  this  one,  and  marry  the  other, 
are  never  to  be  really  pitied.  Still,  she 
was  kind  to  me  always,  and  I  was  often 
very  rude  to  her,  and  so  we  are  quits ' — 
with  something  of  her  old  vehemence. 

Her  extraordinary  reasoning  is  too  much 
for  Dicky,  who  wisely  leaves  it  alone. 
'  But  it  is  not  of  her  I  wish   to  speak,' 
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says  Miss  Royce  presently  ;  *  but  of — her 
husband.  Once — though  you  never  heard 
of  it,  I  think — he  was  very  good  to  me. 
Good  I' — the  low,  subdued  voice  now  finds 
passion  in  it  — '  oh,  it  is  too  poor  a 
word  !' 

'  And  now  you  want  to  be  good  to  him 
— is  that  it  ?'  asks  Mr.  Browne  lightly. 
'  That's  very  good  of  you,  too.  But 
how  V 

'  There  is  something — something  that 
he  knows,  but  that ' — clenching  her  hands 
in  a  painful  sort  of  way — ^  his  wife  does 
not.' 

*Well.?' 

Dicky's  face  grows  earnest. 

*  I  might  tell  it  to  her — for  his  sake. 
Do  you  see  ?     And  yet ' 

She  grows  silent,  then,  after  a  full 
minute,  turns  her  strange,  dark,  glowing 
eyes  full  on  Dicky. 

*  Sidney  Fenton  has  something  to  do 
with  it,'  says  she. 

Mr.  Browne,  for  once  in  his  life, 
acknowledges  himself  taken  aback.      Does 
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this  little  nomad  believe  that  Cecil  still 
harbours  tender  thoughts  of  Fenton  ?  And 
then  all  at  once  the  reaction  sets  in,  and 
Dicky  grows  uncertain.  He  sticks  to  his 
colours,  however. 

'  Fenton !'  says  he.  '  You  are  surely 
mistaken  there.'  He  stops  a  moment  to 
look  at  her.  Is  she  thoroughly  base  ?  Is 
this  a  step  by  which  she  hopes  to  extract 
money  from  Anthony  or  Cecil  ?  Is  she 
one  of  the  modern  blackmailers  ?  He 
goes  on  :  '  I  always  understood,  however  ' 
— deliberately — '  that  Sidney  Fenton  had 
something  to  do  with  you.' 

It  is  brutal,  and  he  hates  himself  as  the 
words  pass  his  lips  ;  but  Anthony,  as  has 
been  already  said,  is  very  dear  to  him, 
and — and  justice  is  on  his  side,  certainly ! 
He  pulls  himself  together. 

*  You  are  right,'  says  Miss  Royce  in  a 
low,  crushed  little  way  ;  whereupon 
Dicky,  who  had  been  trying  to  keep  up 
his  spirits  and  applaud  his  line  of  argu- 
ment a  moment  ago,  now  falls  to  the 
lowest  depths  of  self-abasement. 
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*  But  that  is  all  over/  goes  on  Miss 
Royce.     '  He  is  a  traitor.' 

'  Fenton  ?^ 

'  Don't  mention  his  name !'  cries  she 
fiercely ;  '  I  hate  to  hear  it.  Yes  ' — 
violently — 'traitor — brute  he  has  been 
to  me  !  Oh  !' — wildly,  clenching  her 
right  hand,  as  one  might  who  is  in  the 
act  to  strike  — '  if —  if  he  was  here 
now  !' 

'  I'm  sincerely  glad  he  isn't,'  says  Mr. 
Browne  in  his  usual  equable  tone ;  *  and 
so  will  you  be,  a  little  later  on.' 

*  What  do  you  know  ?'  demands  she 
fiercely. 

'Not  so  much,  I  acknowledge,'  says 
Mr.  Browne  amiably.  '  But  you  will 
permit  me,  at  all  events,  to  say  that  I 
should  prefer  your  doing  it  when  I  am  out 
of  the  way.' 

Of  this  pleasantry  Miss  Royce  takes  no 
heed. 

'  Tell  me,'  says  she  eagerly.  '  This 
trouble  of  Mr.  Verschoyle's  ...  it  arises 
out  of  a  letter  written  by  Sidney  to  Miss 
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Fairfax — she  was  Miss  Fairfax  then,  you 
understand/ 

'  I  don't,  indeed,'  says  Mr.  Browne. 

*  The  letter  ' — stamping  impatiently 
upon  the  ground — '  that  Sidney  wrote  to 
Mrs.  Verschoyle,  and  that  Mr.  Verschoyle 
destroyed.' 

'  I  am  entirely  ignorant,  I  assure  you,* 
says  Mr.  Browne,  '  and  ' — anxiously — '  I 
desire  to  remain  so.  I  know  nothing — 
nothing,  really,  and  I  don't  want  to  know.' 
He  is  now  thoroughly  alarmed.  Good 
heavens !  To  feel  sure  Cecil  and  poor  old 
Tony  are  unhappy  is  bad  enough,  and  to 
try  to  set  them  right  is  conscientious ;  but 
to  have  secrets  told !  '  I  must  beg  you 
will  tell  me  nothing,'  says  he  emphati- 
cally. 

c  But ' 

'  It  is  impossible  that  I  should  listen ! 
Don't  waste  your  confidences  on  the  barren 
air.' 

She  sighs. 

'  No  one  ever  will  listen  to  me,'  mur- 
murs she  plaintively. 
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Her  air  is  so  seductive  that  Mr.  Browne 
promptly  stops  his  ears  with  his  fingers. 

*  There,  there/  says  she  in  a  final  way, 
putting  up  her  hands,  whereupon  his  come 
down.  '  Still,  if  only  you  would  hear 
me!' 

Up  go  his  fingers  again. 

*  Ah,  no  !'  She  motions  to  him  again. 
*  ril  say  nothing,  but  that  there  was  a 
letter,  and  that  it  was  my  fault  that  it  was 
destroyed — if  destroyed  it  was.  There 
was  no  fault  in  Mr.  Verschoyle.  He 
acted  well — altogether  well — for  everyone 
but  himself.'  She  looks  at  him,  and,  as  if 
after  a  moment's  inward  thought  deciding 
that  he,  and  he  alone,  can  tell  the  truth 
hereafter,  goes  on  so  hurriedly,  speaking 
so  rapidly,  that  Dicky  himself,  who  is  by 
no  means  a  dullard,  cannot  prevent  the  flow 
of  her  words. 

'  It  was  a  letter  from  Sidney  to  Miss 
Fairfax,  asking  her  to  marry  him.  He 
gave  it  to  Mr.  Verschoyle  to  deliver  ;  but 
I,  who  heard  all  on  the  veranda  outside, 
did  my  best  to  compel  Mr.  Verschoyle  to 
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suppress  it.  I  never  knew  whether  he  did 
keep  it  back,  but — I  suppose  he  did,  and 
I  honour  him  for  his  breach  of  honour; 
and,  besides,  he  gave  me  his  oath  not 
to ' 

'  Oh,  come,  I  say  !  that's  telling,'  says 
Mr.  Browne,  who  is  looking  very  red  and 
confused.  '  I  didn't  want  to  know,  you 
know.' 

^  Yes,  I  know  ' — dejectedly — '  but  I 
can't  help  it.  I  must  tell  someone,  and 
you — you  who  are  a  friend  of  his,  can 
make  it  clear.' 

'  In  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound,'  says 
Dicky  with  a  groan.  *  If  I've  got  to  help 
in  this  galere^  you  must  make  it  clear  to 
me.  Presuming  it  was  the  letter  that — 
er  —  made  the  Verschoyles  uncomfort- 
able, how  did  Mrs.  Verschoyle  hear  about 
it?' 

'  Sidney  told  her.' 

Dicky's  face  changes  from  its  usual  un- 
disturbed urbanity  to  a  very  blackness  of 
darkness. 

'  What  a  hound  !'  says  he. 
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If  he  had  trusted  for  sympathy  from  the 
slim,  dark  creature  before  him,  so  sad  with 
her  wrongs,  he  is  mistaken. 

'  He  is  not  a  hound !'  cries  she  furiously, 
all  her  small,  dark,  vivid  face  ablaze  with 
rage.  *  No  one  shall  call  him  so  in  my 
presence.'  She  throws  up  her  head  with 
a  little  haughty  gesture,  and  he  can  see 
beneath  the  anger  in  her  eyes  an  undying 
love  for  her  betrayer.  '  He  spoke  of  the 
letter  to  her,  not  knowing  she  was  married 
to  Mr.  Verschoyle.  He  told  me  all  about 
it — he  himself.  And  I  tell  you  this — 
hound  as  you  call  him — he  would  have 
bitten  his  tongue  out  before  he  would  have 
done  Mr.  Verschoyle  such  an  injury.  He 
is  not  a  hound !  How  dare  you  speak  of 
him  hke  that  ?' 

'  You  see,  you  hadn't  explained,'  says 
Dicky  gently.  The  loyalty,  the  devotion, 
of  this  forsaken  girl  to  the  man  she  loves, 
in  spite  of  all  his  baseness,  makes  him  sick 
at  heart.  *  I  am  glad  he  told  you.  When 
was  it  ?' 

*  Only  lately — when  chance  brought  us 
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together  once  again.  I  ' — bitterly — '  had 
arranged  the  chance.  I  shall  follow  him 
to  his  life's  end — or  mine !  When  he 
spoke  to  me  of  his  meeting  with  .  .  .  her^ 
I  thought  of  Mr.  Verschoyle's  kindness  to 
me,  and  I  came  here  to-day  to  see  if  I 
could  not  do  something  to — to  give  him  a 
happiness  that  I  shall  never  know  myself.' 
She  sighs  heavily.  '  Mr.  Browne,  could  I 
see  Mr.  Verschoyle  ?' 

'  Why,  of  course !'  says  Dicky  eagerly. 
'  Come  back  to  the  house  with  me, 
and ' 

'  Oh  no  !  Not  that.  I  could  not  go 
into  her  house — I  could  not !  Besides  ' — 
cowering — '  I  might  meet  some  of  the 
others — Lady  Maria — Jinnie.' 

'  Jinnie  met  you  once,  I  think.' 

'  She  fancied  so.  Let  her  believe  it  a 
fancy,  if  she  can.  But  she  is  a  strange 
child.  So,  then,  as  I  cannot  go  with  you 
to  the  house,  could  you  not  arrange  that  I 
should  meet  him — say  here  V 

'  I'm  afraid  not,'  says  Browne,  who  sees 
breakers  ahead,  should  anyone  witness  the 


176  A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

meeting.  '  But  look  here  !  Why  not  see 
Mrs.  Verschoyle  ?' 

^  See  her  /' — recoihng. 

*  Why  not?  What  injury  has  she  done 
you  f  He  accompanies  his  emphasis  by  a 
swift  but  meaning  glance.  *  After  all,  she 
couldn't  have  cared  much  for  Fenton, 
could  she  ?  as  she  married  Verschoyle. 
And  I  assure  you,  if  you  want  to  do  a 
good  turn  to  Verschoyle,  you  had  better  do 
it  through  his  wife.  Come,  now  !  I  can 
arrange  for  her,  if  you  like  ;  see  her,  and 
tell  her  all  about  it.  It's  the  best  thing 
you  can  do  for  Verschoyle — and  you  do 
owe  him  something,  don't  you  ?' 

'  A  great  deal ' — faintly.  'But — to 
meet  her  face  to  face — she  who  always 
was  so  far  above  me  —  to  meet  her 
now !' 

There  is  terrible  anguish  in  the  dark, 
unfathomable  eyes.  Heaven  alone  knows 
how  deep,  how  cruel  it  is. 

'  I  think  you  have  mistaken  Mrs.  Ver- 
schoyle a  little  all  through,'  says  Dicky 
earnestly.      '  She   has   a  beautiful   nature  ; 
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you  may  safely  trust  yourself  to  her.  I 
advise  you  to  meet  her,  not  Verschoyle, 
and  tell  her  all.  You  see,  the  injury  you 
have  done  Verschoyle  touches  her  even 
more  than  him.' 

'  That  '—coldly—^  I  think  little  of.* 

'  But  you  do  think  of  Verschoyle/  says 
Dicky  promptly. 

He  stands  silent,  waiting  for  her  answer, 
in  a  mortal  fright,  if  the  truth  be  known, 
lest  his  last  allusion  to  Cecil  should  have 
spoiled  all  his  plan. 

'  Does  Mrs.  Verschoyle  ever  walk  down 
here  ?'  asks  Miss  Royce  presently,  in  a  low 
and  sullen  tone. 

'  Not  often.  But  if  you  wish  to  meet 
her  here,  I  think  I ' 

'  Where,  then  ' — peremptorily,  waving 
off  the  end  of  his  sentence — ^  does  she 
usually  walk  ?' 

'  Sometimes  in  the  Fir  Wood  above 
you,  but  only  now  and  then.     However, 

I ' 

Again  Miss  Royce,  now  haughtily,  puts 
aside  his  offers  of  assistance,  which  are  all, 
VOL.  III.  45 
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she  well  knows,  meant  for  the  good  of 
Cecil. 

'  I  shall  be  in  the  Fir  Wood  to-morrow 
at  six  o'clock,'  says  she.  '  Near  the  old 
tree  that  was  struck  by  lightning.' 

She  turns  away  abruptly,  a  frown  on 
her  brow,  despair  in  her  beautiful  eyes. 
Dicky,  sorry  to  the  core  of  his  somewhat 
flighty  heart,  because  of  her  thus  going, 
is  making  up  his  mind  to  run  after  her, 
and  say  something  kindly  that  as  yet  has 
not  been  formulated  in  his  brain,  when 
she  turns. 

She  stands  irresolute  beneath  the  trees 
a  moment,  a  little  sad,  forlorn  figure,  with 
her  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  then  she  calls 
to  him  : 

'  Oh  !  I  have  been  bad  to  you.  You, 
who  have  been  so  good  to  me  !  Don't ' — 
pathetically — '  mind  me.  I — I  am  very 
grateful  to  you,  though  I  suppose  you  will 
never  believe  it.' 

She  makes  a  gesture,  a  heart-broken 
one,  that  forbids  him  to  approach,  and 
presently     she     has     passed     under     the 
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branching  trees,  and  out  of  his  sight  for 
ever. 

'  Oh,  that  Fenton  !  What  a  damned 
brute  !  A  damned  brute  !'  says  Dicky 
furiously  ;  his  eyes,  too,  are  full  of  tears. 

He  turns  and  trudges  back  to  The 
Towers,  arranging  on  his  way  many 
things. 

And,  indeed,  when  he  leaves  in  the 
morning,  it  is  with  the  knowledge  that 
the  day  must  bring  forth  something,  be  it 
weal  or  woe,  for  the  friends  he  loves  so 
well,  Cecil  and  her  husband.  He  has 
laid  the  train  ;  it  remains  with  the  others 
to  light  the  match.  He  would,  it  must 
be  confessed,  have  dearly  liked  to  stay  and 
see  the  result  of  the  explosion,  but  though 
he  knows  he  would  be  heartily  welcome, 
that  both  Cecil  and  Anthony  are  sorry  for 
his  going,  still,  if  '  the  result '  should  be 
reconciliation,  he  feels  he  will  be  well  out 
of  the  way.  '  Three  is  trumpery,'  says  a 
good  old  proverb.  And,  besides,  Evelyn 
may  be  staying  with  the  Stain  worths. 


CHAPTER   LVI. 

*  One  phrase  was  all  his  pleading, 
He  spoke  of  love  and  home  : 
To  her  who  gave  him  heeding 
He  sang  his  question,  "  Come."' 

Up  here,  near  the  lovely  Droon,  flowing 
so  placidly  on  its  way  to  the  ocean — 
its  mother — the  evening  is  a  very  dream 
of  beauty.  Soft  clouds  there,  and  little 
lilac  ones  here,  and  far,  far  beyond,  a 
touch  of  crimson. 

No  touch  of  life  save  the  soft  buzzing 
of 

*  A  tired  honey-heavy  bee, 
Gilt  with  sweet  dust  from  gold-grained  anthers/ 

that  comes  to  one  on  every  side. 

Carry,  having  reached  a  point  near  to 
that   elbow   of  the   Droon   where    Richie 
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had  directed  her  to  meet  him,  sits  down 
on  a  kindly  boulder,  and,  finding  herself  in 
such  sweet,  sad  solitude,  takes  her  face  into 
her  hands. 

*  He  is  going  !  He  is  going  !*  Her 
cry  is  quite  silent,  but  it  is  from  her  heart. 
Her  only  friend  is  going  ! 

For  a  long  time  she  sits  thus,  grieving 
sadly.  Then  she  lifts  her  head.  Time  is 
dragging. 

'  How  late  he  is  !'  thinks  she,  a  little 
resentfully,  perhaps ;  and  then  she  grows 
ashamed  of  the  reproach  she  has  cast  on 
him.  '  Oh  no  !  of  course  it  would  be 
stupid  to  expect    him    to    come    quite    in 

time.       With    all    his    packing    and ' 

She  stops  her  thoughts,  and,  grabbing  at 
a  little  hazel  twig,  pulls  and  pulls  at  it, 
until  her  emotion  is  conquered. 

He  has  so  much  to  do — preparing  for 
his  last  journey.  Oh,  how  will  it  be 
with  him  in  California  !  Oh,  if  only 
she  might  have  gone  with  him  ! 

Her  face  is  very  white  and  tired;  the 
lids  of  her  eyes  tell  of  a  sleepless  night. 
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Her  only  friend  is  leaving  her  !  What 
shall  she  do  without  him  —  without 
Richie  ? 

Any  way,  she  will  never  have  another 
friend — never  !  This  she  is  swearing  to 
herself,  when  a  slight  noise  behind  her 
makes  her  turn  quickly,  eagerly.  Ah, 
here  at  last  !      Here  is 

She  finds  herself  face  to  face  with  Mr. 
Popkin  ! 

It  seems  the  last  straw.  To  talk  to 
him !  To  have  to  listen  to  him — now — 
when  Richie  is  going  away  in  a  few  hours 
for  ever  !  Nay,  worse  !  When  Richie 
may  come  at  any  moment — and  with  very 
little  time  to  spare — to  say  his  last  good- 
bye to  her — to  say  his  last  words  ! 

'  Dear  me  !  dear  me  !'  says  Mr.  Popkin, 
with  his  pretty  simper.  *  What  a  charmin' 
surprise  !  If  I  had  known  you  ' — tenderly 
— '  were  here,  I  should  have  come  up  a 
little  earlier.     All  alone,  dear  Miss  Carry?' 

'  Quite  alone,  Mr.  Popkin  ' — her  grave 
young  face  now  severe.  '  I  came  here 
because  I  wished  to  be  alone.' 
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*  Ah,  sweet  thoughts,  sweet  thoughts, 
no  doubt !'    says  Mr.  Popkin  ecstatically. 

*  May  I  hope.  Miss  Carry May  I  drop 

the  Miss?  Dare  I  hope — Carry  F — this 
comes  like  an  explosion — *  that  you  gave 
me  one  of  them  ?' 

'  The  only  person  who  calls  me  "  Miss 
Carry "  is  our  servant,'  says  she,  with 
subdued  wrath,  *  and  I  wish  her  to  be  the 
only  one.     As  for  ^'  Carry  " — to  call  me 

that  seems '    She  stops  as  if  suffocating. 

Her  thoughts  have  flown  to  Richie.  Oh, 
how  long  he  is  in  coming  !  *  Only  my 
friends  call  me  that,'  says  she,  in  a  low 
tone.  *  To  the  rest ' — nervously — ^  I  am 
Miss  Desmond.' 

He  mistakes  her  agitation.  It  conveys 
to  him,  indeed,  the  fond  hope  that  his 
presence  has  caused  it. 

'  Your  friends  !'  breathes  he  fondly. 
'  But  your  lover,  your  faithful  lover  !  You 
know  who  he  is,  dearest  Carry !  Would 
you  have  me  seek  a  sweeter,  a  more 
familiar  title  still  ?  Carita  savours  too 
much,    perhaps,   of  the   unstable   Italian ; 
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but  Car!  How  would  that  be,  now? 
Car  /'  He  spreads  his  black-gloved  hands 
abroad  as  if  in  admiration  of  his  last  idea. 
'  Car,'  turning  to  her  with  the  black- 
gloved  hands  now  decidedly  on  the  way 
towards  her,  '  charmin   Car  !' 

Poor  Carry  !  Who  can  blame  her  if, 
with  her  heart  sore  and  miserable  for  the 
coming  loss  of  her  friend,  she  loses  her 
temper  entirely  at  this  outrageous  desecra- 
tion of  her  decent  name  ? 

She  rises  to  her  feet  and  strides  up  to 
him — a  bigger,  a  stronger  young  woman 
in  her  honest  rage  than  she,  as  yet,  has 
ever  been. 

'  Look  here,'  says  she :  '  say  one  more 
word  of  that  sort — one^  mind,  only  one  ! — 
and  ril  pitch  you  head  foremost  into  the 
Droon  !' 

She  looks  so  fierce,  so  entirely  capable 
of  fulfilling  her  threat,  that  the  curate 
retires  a  yard  or  two. 

'  Surely — surely  you  are  makin'  a  mis- 
take,' says  he,  still  fatuously  believing  in 
his  own  conquering  powers.      '  I  love  you, 
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dear  Miss  Carry  ;  I  would  gladly  make  you 
my  wife,  though  I  don't  disguise  from  you 
there  are  others  who ' 

'  Go  to  them  !'  says  Carry,  following 
him  along  the  path.  He  is  now  moving 
backwards  slowly,  terrified  by  her  angry 
eyes,  and  the  extremely  suggestive  move- 
ments of  her  impatient  young  hands.  *  Go 
to  them  as  soon  as  you  can.  If  you  lived 
a  thousand  years  I  should  still  think  you, 
as  I  do  now,  the  hatefullest  man  on  earth. 
How  dare  you  bother  me  with  your  pro- 
posals ?  I  don't  want  you.  I  wouldn't 
marry  you  if  you  were  the  last  man  on 
earth.  Oh,  go  away  !  Go  away  !  I 
can't  bear  to  look  at  you.' 

And,  indeed,  Mr.  Popkin  at  this  mo- 
ment is  not  a  pleasant  object  for  the  eye 
to  rest  upon.  His  jaw  has  fallen,  his 
eyes  are  protruding ;  he  looks  distinctly 
crushed. 

He  gathers  himself  together  presently, 
and  in  a  distinctly  dishevelled  condition 
beats  a  retreat. 

*  Astonishin',      most    astonishin'  !'      he 
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mumbles    to    himself,    as     he     disappears 
round  the  corner. 

Carry — still  standing,  still  with  her  fell 
eyes  upon  him — has  barely  time  to  see  he 
is  indeed  gone,  when  over  a  boulder  on  her 
right  Richie  bursts  into  view,  his  face 
bright  with  excitement. 

*  Oh,  Richie,  you  I  You  have  come  at 
last !  How  long  you  have  been  !  I  thought 
you  would  never  come  !' 

She  runs  to  him. 

'  Why,  what's  the  matter  V  asks  he,  sur- 
prised. 

'  Oh,  nothing.  That  is,  not  muck  !  Only 
Mr.  Popkin  came  up  here  and  found  me, 
and — you  know — he  is  always  making  love 
to  me.' 

'  Oh,  confound  him !'  says  Richie,  storm- 
ing ;  *  isn't  even  our  old  fishing-place  here 
sacred  from  him  ?  And  you — you.  Carry  ! 
— you  perhaps  said ' 

*  I  said  I'd  throw  him  into  the  Droon,' 
says  Carry,  in  a  boyish,  shamefaced  way, 
turning  her  head  aside.  '  I'm  afraid  I  was 
awfully  rude,  but  that's  the  last  I  shall  see 
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of  hiniy  any  way — as  a  lover,  I  mean.'  The 
word  'last'  seems  to  have  wakened  in  her  a 
remembrance  of  what  the  present  moment 
means.  '  Oh,  Richie  !'  cries  she  brokenly, 
'  I  shall  soon  see  the  last  of  you,  too.' 

'  No,  no  !'  says  he  eagerly.  '  Carry,  I 
have  the  strangest  thing  to  tell  you.  It's 
— it's  an  awfully  sad  story,  but— I  must  be 
a  brute,  I  think — but  I  can't  feel  sad.  I 
didn't  know  them,  any  way,  but  when  one's 
cousin  and  children  are  drowned ' 

^  Richie,  what  are  you  saying  ?  Who  is 
drowned  ?     What  cousin  ?' 

'  Oh,  you  know  —  Lord  Amyot  of 
Amyot.  He  was  only  a  second  cousin,  but 
he  is  dead,  and  his  two  little  boys — 
drowned.  Oh,  \  am  z.  brute  !  But — but 
I'm  the  next  heir,  and — and  I  shall  be  able 
to  keep  on  the  old  home  now,  and  I  shan't 
have  to  go  away  from  this.' 

He  lays  his  head  upon  her  knees,  his 
face  hidden  against  her  gown. 

'  You ' 

She  tries  to  find  words,  but  none  come. 
To  her  horror,  she  finds  she  is  sorry  for  his 


i88  A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

news.  As  Amyot  of  Amyot,  he  will  be 
much  farther  from  her  than  if  he  went  as 
a  poor  lad  without  a  penny  to  the  Anti- 
podes. He  had  been  sitting  at  her  feet, 
and  when  she  feels  his  head  upon  her 
knees,  she  pats  it  softly,  yet  with  a  most 
forlorn  despair  within  her  heart.  She  can 
feel  the  short,  dry  sobs  of  shame  and  joy 
mingled  that  are  shaking  him. 

'  I'd  have  come  up  sooner,'  says  he  at 
last,  in  a  stifled  tone.  *  But  when  the 
letter  came,  and  after  that  a  telegram,  tell- 
ing me  to  go  up  to  town  at  once  to  the 
solicitors'  place  to  make  arrangements 
about  my  being  at  the — their  funeral.  .  .  . 
Oh,  Carry  !  the  world  is  awful,  isn't  it  ? 
But — but  I  can't  help  feeling  glad  about 
the  old  place.' 

*  You'll  be  a  great  man  now,  Richie/ 
says  she  slowly.  She  is  still  patting  his 
head,  but  her  eyes  are  resting  on  the  flow- 
ing river.  '  No  more  Droon  days  now,  I 
think.  You  are  a  lord,  and  a  very  great 
man.' 

'  That's    what   frightens    me,'    says    he. 
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sitting  up,  but  still  tightly  holding  her 
hand.  '  I — I  shan't  know  how  to  do  it. 
I'm  not  used  to  it,  you  see.  Toull  have  to 
help  me.  Carry.' 

'  I  !' — scornfully.  '  Do  you  suppose  / 
have  been  used  to  it,  as  you  say  ?' 

*  I  don't  care.  You'll  have  to  help  me. 
We've  been  in  the  same  boat  for  a  long 
time — as  poor  as  ever  we  could  be — and 
now  it  shall  float  us  ashore  together.  Look 
here.  Carry ' — he  gets  on  his  feet  and 
drags  her  up  beside  him — *  you'll  marry 
me,  won't  you  ?  I  never  knew  it  was  you 
I  wanted  all  along,  until  that  letter  came 
this  morning.  The  moment  I  grasped  the 
truth — and  it  took  a  long  time,  I  can  tell 
you — I  said  to  myself.  Now  Carry  and  I  are 
all  right,  and  she  can  have  as  much  money 
as  ever  she  likes.  Thafs  the  way  it  came 
home  to  me.  It's  all  right,  isn't  it, 
Carry  ?' 

*  It  is  indeed^  says  Carry  tearfully,  joy- 
fully ;  after  which  it  only  takes  them  a 
second  to  be  in  each  other's  arms,  and  to 
give  and  take  a  happy  hug. 
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'  It's  a  queer   world/  says  he    later  on. 

*  They  used  to  call  me  "  Poor  Richard," 
you  remember  ?  And  now  I  am  poor  no 
longer/  Perhaps  the  phrase  had  been  a 
little  bitter  to  him. 

'  Never  mind,  /  didn't  call  you  that.  I 
called  you  only  my  friend,'  says  Carry. 

'  And  yet,'  says  he  reproachfully,  when 
they  are  sitting  hand  in  hand  upon  a 
rock,  '  you  would  have  given  me  up  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  that  conf that 

girl!' 

'  Did  I  ?' — as    if  trying    to    remember. 

*  But  then  I  knew  you  wouldn't.  I  did, 
really  !  That — I  didn't  know  it  then — but 
that,  I'm  sure,  is  why  I  encouraged  you.  If 
ever  you  had  meant  it,  I  should  have * 

'  Well  ?' 

*  Killed  somebody  !'  says  she.  '  Tou  for 
choice.' 

'  Quite  as  well,'  says  he.  '  And  it  would 
have  economized  time,  for  I  should  cer- 
tainly have  killed  myself  later  on.' 

'  You  have  given  me  a  very  fine  scold- 
ing,' says  Carry,  turning  upon  him.      *  But 
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how  about  all  your  eloquent  defence  of 
Mr.  Popkin  ?' 

'  Pshaw  !  As  if  a  girl  like  you  would 
ever  marry  such  a  fool  as  that  !'  Which 
settles  the  question. 

'Richie' — presently  —  'I  want  to  tell 
auntie.      Come  home.' 

*  And  I  want  to  tell  my  side  of  the 
house.  You  go  home  and  tell  your  auntie 
— my  auntie  now ' — with  an  affection  that 
goes  to  the  girl's  heart — '  and  I'll  go  and 
tell  Mrs.  Verschoyle.  But  tell  Miss  Des- 
mond, too,  will  you,  that  I'll  come  to 
supper  with  her  later  on  ?  It  will  be 
jollier  then,  when  everybody  knows  all 
about  it,  and  you  and  I  and  Miss  Desmond 
can  have  a  good  talk  over  it  all.' 

'  All  right,'  says  she,  giving  him  a  last 
hug ;  'I'm  off.  You  must  have  a  splendid 
supper  to-night.' 

She  has  gone  quite  a  long  way,  when  she 
is  conscious  of  flying  feet  behind  her. 

'  I  say,  Carry,'  gasps  he,  pulling  up,  and 
looking  not  only  considerably  blown,  but 
convulsed  with  laughter.     '  I've  had  a  last 
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thought,  and  as  all  my  thoughts  are  yours 
for  the  future,  I  felt  I  ought  to  tell  you 
about  it.  I  suppose — eh — you  couldn't 
be  married  in  those  "  knicks  "  you  wear  in 
the  woods,  shooting  the  defenceless  rabbits?' 

He  knows  her  well  enough  to  turn 
round  abruptly  after  this,  and  start  back 
again  on  his  homeward  way  with  con- 
siderable speed. 

'  If  ever — ever — you  mention  those  things 
to  me  again  !'  calls  Carry  after  him. 

Conscious  that  so  much  has  reached 
him,  and  that  her  threat  being  vague  is  all 
the  more  alarming,  she  sets  out  once  more 
on  her  way  to  her  home. 

*4k  ^  ^  4£! 

•jr  Iv  "TV  -TV 

Richie,  finding  Mrs.  Verschoyle  at  the 
Dower-house,  has  promptly  stated  to  her 
his  intention  of  marrying  Carry  Desmond. 

'  Carry  r  says  Mrs.  Verschoyle,  very 
pardonably  surprised  —  as  the  relations 
between  Carry  and  Richie  had  been 
treated  very  lightly  by  Lady  Maria  and 
herself,  and,  indeed,  everybody,  as  not 
dangerous  at  all ;  as,   indeed,  a  mere  boy 
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and  boy  sort  of  affair,  not  a  boy  and  girl. 
Carry  has  been  always  so  hopelessly  queer 
and  boyish.    '  You  mean  Carry  Desmond  ?' 

'  I  certainly  do  ' — a  little  piqued.  '  I  am 
not  aware  that  there  is  another  Carry  any- 
where near  us.' 

'  Carry  !'  says  Mrs.  Verschoyle  again. 

*  Well !  What  about  it  ?'  demands 
Richie,  now  furious.  *  Is  there  another 
girl  in  the  world  as  good  as  she  is  ?  or  as 
pretty  ?  or  as  charming  ?  Come,  answer 
me  that  /* 

'  No,  no  !      My  dear  Richie,  you ' 

*  Then  what  is  it  ?' — violently. 

*  You  really  must  not  be  angry  with  me, 
Richie,'  says  Mrs.  Verschoyle,  giving  way 
to  the  laughter  that  has  been  struggling 
within  her.  ^  It  is  only  that  I  thought 
you  and  Carry  were  the  last  people  to  feel 
sentiment  of  any  sort — and  that  you  should 
feel  it  together!'  Here  her  laughter  in- 
creases. '  And  Carry,  of  all  people  !  But, 
my  dear  boy,  are  you  sure?  Carry  has 
been  adamant  up  to  this.  Are  you  sure 
she  will  marry  you  ?' 

VOL.  III.  46 
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*  Oh,  rot !'  -says  Mr.  Amyot,  marching 
angrily  out  of  the  room,  which  naturally 
puts  an  end  to  the  interview;  though  I 
am  bound  to  say  that  Mrs.  Verschoyle 
runs  after  him,  subduing  her  unholy  mirth, 
and  patches  up  the  quarrel  so  well  that  it 
never  breaks  out  again.  She  tells  him, 
indeed  (which  is  quite  the  truth),  that  she 
would  rather  receive  Carry  as  a  cousin  than 
anyone  else  she  knows,  and  that  she  will 
go  to  her  to-morrow  to  pay  her  a  formal 
call  of  congratulation,  and  that  Lady  Maria 
shall  go  with  her. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

*  Marvel  no  more  altho' 

The  songs  I  sing  do  mone, 
For  other  lyfe  than  wo 

I  never  proued  none. 
And  in  my  hart  also 

Is  graven  with  letters  depe, 
A  thousand  sighs  and  mo  : 

A  flood  of  tears  to  wepe.' 

'  The  best-laid  schemes  o'  mice  and  men 
gang  aft  agley/  but  not  Dicky's !  His 
small  manoeuvre  comes  to  a  successful 
conclusion.  He  had  dropped  a  seemingly 
idle  word  or  two  to  Cecil  as  to  the  beauty 
of  the  sky  just  now  at  six  o'clock,  and 
especially  as  to  its  charm  in  the  Fir  Wood 
where  the  opening  comes — the  opening 
made  by  the  old  oak-tree  that  had  been 
blasted    by    lightning    many    years    ago. 
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Cecil,  whose  daily  ramblings  are  as  neces- 
sary to  her  as  they  are  lonely,  had  seemed 
to  catch  at  the  description.  '  Dear  old 
wood !'  she  said ;  '  I  shall  certainly  walk 
there  to-morrow.  I  have  not  been  there 
for  a  week,  and  I  used  to  be  so  fond 
of  it.  I  am  fickle  in  my  affections, 
perhaps.'  All  this  had  been  said  at 
dinner,  and  involuntarily  her  eyes  travelled 
to  Anthony  when  she  used  the  word 
*  fickle; 

He,  however,  seemed  entirely  taken  up 
with  his  fish,  and  looked  as  though  utterly 
unconscious  of  anything  she  had  said. 
Yet,  no  little  word  that  fell  from  her 
lips  was  unheard  by  him,  and  that  ex- 
pression, '  Dear  old  wood!'  had  given  him 
a  ridiculous  thrill  of  joy.  She  could  love 
his  place,  then,  even  if  she  could  not 
love  him.  Her  prison  was  not  altogether 
hideous  to  her  !  And  '  fickle  ' — what  had 
she  meant  by  that  ?  A  chance  word,  no 
doubt.  She  had  not  been  fickle  to  Fenton, 
at  all  events — with  a  grim  smile.  And 
again  .   .   .      She    would    go    to    the    Fir 
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Wood  to-morrow  at  six  o'clock.  .  .  ,  To- 
morrow at  six.  .  .  . 

***** 

The  light  is  growing  softer  in  the 
heavens,  a  little  more  delicately  pink,  as 
Cecil  Verschoyle  draws  near  that  part  of 
the  Fir  Wood  where  the  gaunt  old  oak, 
that  had  been  struck  to  the  ground  by 
lightning  on  one  awful  night  in  the 
sixties,  now  lifts  its  mighty  trunk,  as  if  in 
appeal,  to  the  heaven  above  it. 

A  figure  standing  near  the  oak  gives 
her  pause.  It  is  not  ...  of  course  it  is 
not  .  .  .  but  how  like  Miss  Royce  ! 

The  likeness  is  accentuated,  and,  indeed, 
made  very  clear,  when  the  figure,  slight 
and  vigorous,  comes  quickly  towards  her 
from  under  the  blighted  oak. 

'  I  have  waited  for  you,'  says  Maden  in 
a  dull,  emotionless  way. 

'Miss  Royce!' 

Cecil's  face  shows  extreme  astonishment, 
no  more — at  first  /' 

'  Mr.  Browne  told  me,'  goes  on  Maden 
evenly,  '  that  there  might  be  a  chance  of 
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your  coming  here  to-day.  That  was 
why  I  waited;  I  wished  to  speak  to 
you.' 

The  small,  dark,  shapely  head  is  held 
very  high.  She  glances  at  Cecil  through 
half-closed  but  very  resolute  eyes.  There 
is  no  shame,  no  remorse,  no  contrition,  in 
those  strange,  dark  eyes. 

'  To  speak  to  me,'  repeats  Cecil  gently. 
She  had  always  felt  sorry  for  the  girl  in 
the  past ;  she  feels  sorry  for  her  now.  '  If 
I  can  help  you,  I ' 

*  No  one  can  help  me  !'  cries  the  other 
fiercely — '  no  one  under  God's  heaven.' 

It  is  an  outburst,  a  storm  of  passion,  as 
quickly  come  as  gone. 

Then,  in  a  twinkling  as  it  were,  the 
queer,  versatile  character  changes  once 
again,  and  with  cold,  insolent  eyes  she 
confronts  Cecil. 

'  It  is  /  who  would  help  you  /'  says  she. 

There  is  a  pause. 

Cecil,  though  really  she  has  not  moved, 
seems  to  have  taken  a  step  backward,  so 
great    is    her    feeling    of   repulsion.     Her 
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usually   gentle   air  takes   now    a   tinge   of 
hauteur. 

'  To  help  me  !  I  hardly  understand.  I 
am  sure'  —  gravely  —  'you  mean  to  be 
kind  ;   but  I  require  no  help  from  anyone.' 

^  And  certainly  not  from  me,  you  would 
add.  Still,  the  mouse  once  helped  the 
lion,'  says  Miss  Royce,  with  a  bitter  little 
smile.  '  Well,  though  you  refuse  my 
assistance,  perhaps  you  will  listen  to  what 
I  have  come  here  to-day  to  tell  you.' 

She  pauses,  and  Cecil's  heart  for  a 
moment  contracts  with  a  sudden,  vague, 
nameless  fear.  So  sharp  is  it  that  she 
fails  to  notice  the  growing  terrible  agita- 
tion of  the  girl  before  her,  who  is  com- 
pelling herself  against  every  instinct  of 
her  nature  to  give  voice  to  her  own 
degradation,  her  own  miserable  shame, 
because  once  a  man  had  been  kind  to  her. 
There  is  a  deeper  agony  in  the  recital, 
in  the  fact  that  she  is  about  to  give  her 
wretched  story  to  the  woman  whom  she 
had  always  deemed  her  rival. 

For  a  moment  they  stand  facing  each 
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other — the  one  heart  almost  as  much  dis- 
turbed as  the  other.  Cecil  is  very  pale. 
What  is  she  going  to  hear?  From  Miss 
Royce's  whole  air  and  manner  it  is  im- 
possible to  believe  the  words  she  is  about 
to  utter  to  be  of  small  import.  What  is 
it  ?  Why  has  she  come  here  ?  Why 
did  she  leave  so  silently,  so  mysteriously  ? 

Had   Anthony   ?      Oh,    dear    God  ! 

no,  not  that  I  Grant  so  much  mercy  ! 
Oh !  is  not  life  unbearable  enough  with- 
out  

'  What  I  am  going  to  tell  you,'  says 
Maden,  in  a  voice  harsh,  almost  uncon- 
trollable, *  I  tell  not  iov  your  sake — not  to 
save  you  a  pang — but  because  once  your 
husband  was  very  good  to  me ;  because 
he,  in  my  hour  of  need,  when  others 
would  have  trampled  on  me,  showed  me 
nothing  but  kindness  and  courtesy  ;  be- 
cause he  is  the  truest  gentleman,  and  the 
most  honourable,  I  have  ever  known.  As 
for  you  ' — slowly  and  with  deliberation — 
*  I  have  always  hated  you.' 

There    is    indeed    in   her    a    passion   of 
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hatred  that  shakes  her,  as  she  looks  straight 
at  Cecil.  For  a  full  minute  their  eyes 
meet,  and  then,  when  Cecil  would  have 
spoken,  Maden  brushes  her  aside,  as  it 
were,  by  a  wild  gesture,  and  plunges 
madly  into  the  sad — the  cruel — details  of 
her  life's  story. 

With  dreadful  calm — with  cruel  calm 
to  herself — she  tells  it,  holding  back 
nothing,  suppressing  nothing,  and  always 
very  quiet  in  the  narration  of  it.  Once 
only  she  loses  herself,  and  that  is  during 
her  account,  scant  now  and  very  brief,  of 
her  interview  with  Anthony — of  that  past 
sad  night  when  she  stepped  into  his  library 
unawares,  that  night  when  he  pledged  her 
his  word  that  he  would  never  betray  the 
secret  she  had  entrusted  to  his  care. 

It  is,  indeed,  at  the  moment  when  she 
talks  of  Anthony  that  first  her  strange, 
callous  manner  changes.  The  whole  past 
rises  before  her  then — that  scene  in  the 
library,  and  Anthony  offering  to  send  her 
to  the  train  in  his  own  carriage. 

*  You  !     You  r     She  turns  like  a  small 
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fury  upon  Cecil.  '  Who  are  you,  that 
you  should  make  that  man's  life  a  misery 
to  him  ?  That  man,  your  husband,  of 
whom  ' — passionately — '  you  are  altogether 
unworthy.  Oh,  I  know — I  have  heard 
everything!  He  ^ic/ hum  that  letter;  he 
destroyed  it,  and  he  did  well  in  the  doing 
of  it.  He  gave  up  his  own  honour  to 
save  you — you,  who  are  so  unworthy !  I 
tell  you  I  have  heard  all,  and  ' — a  little 
wildly — '  the  knowledge  has  driven  me 
to  '  —  she  grows  ghastly  pale  —  '  to  the 
lowering  of  myself  before  you  like  this. 
He ' 

She  breaks  off  abruptly,  sobbing  wildly 
in  the  very  madness  of  her  passion  and 
despair.  That  this  woman  should  reject 
a  love  for  which  most  women  would  be 
thankful,  whilst  she,  s/ie,  should  be  rejected 
by  him  to  whom  she  has  given  a/I — her 
youth,  her  love,  her  devotion — stands  out 
like  a  red  blot  upon  the  map  of  her 
existence. 

A  sort  of  blind  rage  possesses  her. 

'  Why    don't    you    speak  ?'    cries     she 
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fiercely.  '  Has  the  truth  been  too  much 
for  you  ?  Have  you  only  now  learnt  the 
value  of  the  man  who  is  so  high  above 
you  in  all  v^ays,  and  v^hose  life  you  have 
made  a  torment  to  him  ?' 

'You  forget,'  begins  Cecil  faintly;  but 
the  other  will  not  hear  her. 

*I  never  forget!' — vehemently.  "- Who 
does  ?  I  always  remember.  I ' — she  stops 
and  sighs  heavily,  mournfully — '  I  shall 
remember  your  husband  until  the  grave 
closes  over  me.'  She  stops  again,  and 
again  sighs.  '  That  will  be  soon  ...  I 
pray.  He  ' — slowly — '  gave  me  his  oath 
to  hide  my  wretched  secret,  and  he  kept 
it — kept  it,  even  when  his  own  happiness 
was  in  question.  For' — turning  to  Cecil 
— *  he  does  love  you  ;  loves  you  ' — with  a 
most  mournful  break  in  her  voice — '  as  a 
woman  should  thank  God  that  she  is  loved!' 

She  waits  a  moment,  but  Cecil  says 
nothing.  In  truth,  she  has  been  a  little 
deaf  to  Miss  Royce's  last  words,  her 
former  ones  still  ringing  in  her  mind.  A 
great  peace  has  fallen  upon  her;  the  late 
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dreadful  turmoil   of  her  mind  is  now  at 
rest.     *  The  most  honourable  man  !' 

'  To  me,  an  outcast/  goes  on  Maden, 
with  hasty,  trembling  breath,  *  he  kept  his 
word.  To  me,  whom  almost  anyone  else 
in  the  wide  world  would  have  ordered  out 
of  his  house.  But  he  gave  me  house-room, 
and  welcome,  and  kindly  attentions.  Oh  ' 
— passionately — '  if  all  men  were  like  him  !' 
She  breaks  off  abruptly,  as  though  words 
are  too  few  to  tell  her  meaning.  '  He  gave 
me  wine,'  she  goes  on  presently,  her  voice 
low  and  faint,  *  and  food.  He  feared  I 
was  cold,  and  would  have  had  me  draw 
nearer  to  the  fire.  He  would  even  have 
sent  me  in  his  own  carriage  to  the  train. 
All   that ' — she   presses   her  hands    to   her 

eyes  —  *  was    nothing     beside You 

see  ' — with  a  choking  sob — '  what  I  always 
think  of  is,  that  not  once — not  once — during 
the  recital  of  my  wretched  story — and  I 
told  him  all,  all — did  he  cast  one  glance  of 
scorn  at  me.  He  ' — sobbing  bitterly  now 
— '  was  sorry  for  me.  I  could  see  that, 
though  even  that  he  tried  to  keep  back  lest 
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it  should  hurt  me.  But  for  the  rest  .  .  . 
if  I  had  been  the  best  woman  on  earth — 
the  most  honoured  of  his  acquaintance — he 
could  not  have  treated  me  with  greater 
courtesy.     Me !     Me  F 

She  stops,  trembling  from  head  to  foot, 
then  clasps  her  hands  against  her  breast. 

*  Oh,  my  God  !'  says  she,  with  a 
sudden  sharp  cry.  '  How  I  have  requited 
him!' 

She  is  crying  now  most  desolately,  poor 
thing  ! 

'  Don't  cry  like  that — don't!'  cries  Cecil 
suddenly. 

She  is  very  white.  Oh,  how  she  has 
misjudged  and  bitterly  wronged  the  man 
whose  only  fault  arose  out  of  loving  her 
too  well !     And  was  it  a  fault  ? 

*  It  is  a  relief,'  says  Miss  Royce,  with  a 
still,  sullen  air.  '  Sometimes  I  cannot  cry. 
Now  you  know  all,  Mrs.  Verschoyle — 
how  I  have  wronged  you,  hurt  you, 
destroyed  all  your  married  happiness !' 

'  Oh  no  ' — faintly — *  not  all  !  I  pray 
God  not  all.' 


206  A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

An  anguished  expression  grows  upon 
Cecil's  face. 

^  If  I  could  pray,  that  would  be  my 
prayer,  too/  says  the  girl,  '  because  your 
happiness  involves  his.  But ' — forlornly — 
*  I  never  pray  now.  It  has  been  all  my 
fault — I  know  that.  Still  ...  I  have 
suffered  for  it,  and ' — slowly,  miserably, 
hopelessly — ^  shall  always  suffer.' 

She  looks  steadily  for  a  moment  at  Cecil, 
then,  with  a  little  gesture  that  might  be  a 
farewell,  turns  away  and  walks  rapidly  in 
the  direction  that  will  lead  her  from  the 
Fir  Wood  to  the  open  road  beyond. 

'Where  are  you  going?'  cries  Cecil, 
quickly. 

Miss  Royce  glances  back. 

'  To  ' — grimly — '  find  him  /' 

*  Oh  !  but  not  now '  —  with  earnest 
entreaty ;  *  you  look  tired — ill.  Miss 
Royce  ' — she  goes  to  her,  and,  taking  her 
hand,  holds  it  with  an  eager  pressure. 
'  Miss  Royce,  you  must  not  go  to-night. 
Oh,  my  poor  girl  !' — she  draws  her  to  her 
— '  stay  with  me  and  get  rest  and  strength.' 
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*  Stay  with  you  P  The  girl  recoils  from 
her,  her  face  the  colour  of  death.  '  You 
ask  me  to  stay  beneath  your  roof!'  She 
leans  forward  as  if  to  get  a  clearer  view  of 
Cecil's  face.  '  Does  that  mean ' — faintly — 
'  that  you  could  forgive  me  ?'  Here  she 
turns  aside,  poor  soul !  as  if  shrinking  from 
the  audacious  thought  conveyed  in  her 
words.  *  No,  no  ' — in  a  stifled  way — '  that 
would  be  impossible !' 

*  Nothing  is  impossible,'  says  Cecil,  very 
gently,  still  holding  her  hand.  *  You  have, 
I  know,  injured  me  in  the  past,  but  you 
have  given  me  courage,  hope,  faith  for  the 
future.  You  have  given  me  what  no  one 
el'se  on  earth  could — renewed  belief  in  the 
goodness  of  the  man  I  have  married.' 

^  To  have  doubted  him  /' 

Miss  Royce's  voice  is  so  low — it  is, 
indeed,  more  a  whisper  to  herself  than 
anything  else — that  only  Cecil  could  have 
heard  it. 

'  Yes,  I  know.  My  sin ' — tremulously 
— '  is  greater  than  yours,  and  yet  I  dare  to 
dream  of  forgiveness.     You   have  lifted  a 
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load  from  my  heart,  and ' — a  little  brokenly 
— *  even  if  my  husband  can  not  forgive  me, 
still,  I  ov^e  you  a  debt  of  gratitude.  Do 
you  know' — softly — '  I  have  prayed  on  my 
knees  night  by  night  for  the  knov^ledge 
you  have  given  me  to-day,  little  thinking 
that  you  would  be  the  one  to  set  my  heart 
at  rest.' 

Miss  Royce,  whose  hand  up  to  this  has 
been  lying  passively  in  Cecil's  kindly  grasp, 
now  tightens  her  fingers  on  hers  with  a 
vehemence  that  is  full  of  passionate  hope. 

'  You  love  him^  then — your  husband  ? 
Not — the  other  ?' 

'  My  husband,'  says  Cecil  faintly,  *  and 
no  other.' 

'  Ah  !' — with  a  little  wild  laugh — '  then 
you  can  forgive.' 

*  There  shall  be  no  question  of  forgive- 
ness between  us  two,'  says  Cecil  firmly. 

*  You  forget ' 

*  I  forget  all  but  the  one  great  thing — 
that  you  have  given  me  hope  when  hope 
seemed  dead.' 

Suddenly    Maden   flings   herself  on  her 
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knees  before  her,  and  clasping  her  knees, 
buries  her  face  in  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

*  Oh,  to  be  like  you  !'  she  whispers,  in 
the  saddest,  the  most  forlorn  way.  Her 
voice,  her  whole  air,  her  very  position, 
suggests  that  most  terrible  of  all  words — 
forsaken  !  '  And  yet ' — clinging  closer — 
'  if  you  knew  all  you  might  well  pity  me. 
My  father — even  my  mother — forsook  me  ! 
I  .was  a  burden  to  them,  so  one  night  they 
left  me  alone — a  little  child,  a  mere  baby — 
in  the  street.  A  good  woman  found  me — 
tired,  weeping  in  an  archway — lost  !  .  .  . 
Lost  !' — with  indescribable  bitterness — *  as  I 
have  ever  been — as  I  am  now — for  ever  ! 
She  took  me  home,  and  sent  me  to  an 
industrial  school.  I  seldom  saw  her, 
though  she  was  my  protectress.  You  see, 
nobody — not  even  she — cared  for  me.  She 
got  me  work  later  on,  but  died  a  month 
after  I  came  here  to  be  governess  to 
Jinnie.' 

'  And  your  parents  ?' 

Cecil  has  drawn  her  up  to  her  feet,  and 
is  looking  at  her  anxiously,  kindly. 

VOL.  III.  47 
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'  I  heard  of  them  once — twice.  As  years 
went  by  they  .  .  .  were  well  to  do,  at  all 
events.* 

'  Then  why  not ' 

'They  cast  me  off/  interrupts  the  girl 
with  indescribable  hauteur,  *and  I  cast 
them  off — for  ever  !' 

'  Poor,  poor  child  !'  says  Cecil,  thinking 
of — seeing — the  figure  of  the  little  for- 
saken one,  running  here  and  there  terrified 
in  the  wide  wilderness  of  the  London 
streets. 

'  Mrs.  Verschoyle,'  says  the  girl,  her 
strange  black  eyes  glowing  with  a  sudden 
fervour,  '  I  think  God  will  love  you  always  ; 
as  for  me,  I  was  fore-doomed.  Do  you 
know  what  my  real  name  is  ?  Maden  you 
have  always  heard,  but  that  was  because  I 
was  ashamed  of  the  other.  No ;  don't 
touch  me  !  They  christened  me ' — she 
shrinks  backwards,  and  covers  her  face 
with  her  hands — '  Magdalen  !' 

A  deep,  terrible  sigh  breaks  from  the 
hidden  lips. 

'  See  how  I  have  fulfilled  my  destiny  !' 
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There  is  a  moment's  dreadful  pause. 
Then  Cecil,  going  quickly  to  her,  in  the 
great  beauty  of  her  nature,  takes  her  in  her 
arms. 

*  All  that  is  as  nothing,'  says  she.  *  One 
fault  !  One!  And  to  be  condemned  for 
ever  !     No  ;   it  is  unjust.' 

'  It  is  just^'  says  the  girl  with  strange 
solemnity.  '  I  have  sinned,  and  I  am  con- 
demned, and  my  sin  has  found  me  out.  I 
told  you  I  had  suffered.  Who  ' — wildly — 
'  who  has  suffered  as  I  have  done  ?  He — 
the  man  I  loved — the  man  ' — passionately 

— *  I  love,  and  shall  love  for  ever — he ' 

She  stops  dead  short.  '  He  cares  nothing 
for  me  now,'  says  she  in  a  low  tone,  cruel  in 
the  intensity  of  its  hopeless  misery.  *  He 
has  forgotten  .  .  .  the  old  days  .  .  .  my  love 
for  him.  Mrs.  Verschoyle ' — bursting  out 
madly — '  if  hell  isn't  worse  than  what  I 
have  been  enduring  for  the  past  six  months, 
I  think ' — with  a  wan  smile — '  I  shall  be 
able  to  bear  it  !' 

'  You  shall  not  go  there^  says  Cecil, 
holding  her  with  her  arms,  '  if  I  can  pre- 
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vent  it.  Come  back  with  me  now,  and 
I ' 

'  No  !'  She  breaks  away  violently.  '  I 
cannot — I  will  not — go  with  you.  .  Mrs. 
Verschoyle,  don't  think  me  ungrateful.  It 
is  only  .  .  .  that ' 

She  fails  to  go  on. 

*  At  least,  you  will  tell  me  where  you 
are  going .?  You  will  give  me  your 
address  ?'  says  Cecil,  very  gently. 

'  For  to-night,  yes ;  and — if  you  will 
deign  to  write  to  me,  I  shall  let  you  know 
where  I  am  from  time  to  time.  I  want  to 
know  ' — earnestly — *  that  all  is  well  with 
— Mr.  Verschoyle  ' — she  hesitates  ;  the  old 
hate  dies  hard,  but  at  this,  the  last,  the 
supreme  moment,  she  conquers  it — ^  and 
with  you,  too.' 

*  I  shall  write/  says  Cecil. 

For  a  moment  they  stand  so,  a  film  of 
tears  making  each  face  dim  to  the  other. 
Then  Cecil,  whose  nature  is  the  larger, 
leans  forward  and  presses  a  kiss  upon  Miss 
Royce's  cheek.  She  hardly  knows  if  it  is 
returned,  but  the  girl's  fingers  have  tight- 
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ened  on  her  arm,  and  her  eyes  are  eloquent 
with  emotion  as  she  releases  herself.  She 
turns  at  once. 

A  little  later  the  mists  of  the  growing 
night  swallow  her  up. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

*  I  will  face  thy  wrath,  though  it  bite  as  a  sword/ 

Cecil,  having  waited  to  see  the  last  of  the 
little  slim  figure  as  it  disappeared  round 
the  wooded  corner,  turns  slowly  home- 
wards. A  turn  in  the  trees  brings  her,  to 
her  horror,  her  dismay,  face  to  face  with 
Anthony.  He  had  remembered  that  con- 
versation last  night,  and  had  come  here 
with  an  undeveloped  hope  of  being  allowed 
to  walk  back  with  her.  He  comes  quickly 
forward. 

'  Who  was  that  you  were  speaking  to  ?' 
asks  he. 

'  Miss  Royce.' 

She  speaks  breathlessly.  Her  late  emo- 
tion is  still  heavy  upon  her;  and  to  meet 
him — now — of  all  people  in  the  world  ! 
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'  Miss  Royce  !  What  brought  her  here  ? 
And  to-day  of  all  days !'  He  looks  aston- 
ished.   '  Did  she  come  to  tell  you,  then  ?' 

He  speaks  quite  casually,  with  consider- 
able surprise,  but  nothing  very  much  out 
of  the  way. 

Cecil  lifts  her  large,  excited  eyes  to  his. 
Does  he  know  .  .  .  and  yet  speak  like 
this  ? 

*  Yes,  she  came  to  tell  me.' 

'  But ' — puzzled — '  why  you  ?  I  quite 
understood  she  had  an  undying  dislike  to 
you.' 

'  Dislike  or  no  dislike,'  cries  Cecil 
vehemently,  '  surely  I  was  the  first  person 
who  should  be  told — who  should  have 
been  told  long  ago.  It  was  cruel,  wicked, 
to  keep  me  in  the  dark.' 

Verschoyle's  face  grows  cold. 

*  True  ;  you  should  indeed  have  been 
the  first  to  hear  of  it,  your  interest  in 
Fenton  being  so  deep.' 

*  Interest  in  him — a  man  who ' 

'  A  man  whom  you  loved  !'  His  tone  is 
contemptuous. 


2i6         A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE 

'  Did  I  ever  love  him  ?'  says  she  miser- 
ably. 

She  has  lifted  her  eyes  to  the  good, 
strong,  not  handsome,  but  distinctly  well- 
bred  face  above  her,  and  an  agony  of  regret 
wakes  within  her  heart.  Oh,  it  is  this  man 
she  loves. 

'  Not  a  smaller  soul, 
Nor  Lancelot,  nor  another.' 

Oh,  to  what  low  depths  she  must  have 
fallen  to  have  even  believed  that  once  she 
did  love  Sidney !  .  .  .  And  yet  she  had 
loved  him — in  a  sense. 

'  I  leave  that  to  you,'  says  Verschoyle 
coldly,  indifferently. 

'  Oh,  don't  cover  me  with  shame !'  cries 
she,  her  mind  half  mad  as  she  dwells  on 
Maden's  late  revelations.  '  I  could  not  have 
loved  him — I  could  not !' 

'  Your  agitation  ' — with  a  bitter  smile — 
'  belies  your  words ;  it  argues  otherwise. 
This  news  of  his  intended  marriage  with 
Miss   Royce — a   very   respectable   step  on 
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his    part,    in    my    opinion — has    evidently 
upset  you.' 

*  His  marriage — with  Miss  Royce — 
Anthony  !'  She  takes  a  step  nearer  to  him. 
'  Is  he  going  to  marry  her  ?' 

*  So  it  seems.  I  am  sorry  ' — with  a 
cynical  lifting  of  his  shoulders,  '  to  confirm 
the  bad  news  she  has  evidently  told  you, 
but  it  is  quite  true.  It  appears  from  a 
letter  of  his  that  I  got  by  this  afternoon's 
post  that  he  has  come  in  for  a  legacy  of 
two  or  three  thousand  pounds.  A  small 
thing,  but  .  .  .  well,  it  opens  out  possi- 
bilities in  other  lands.  Australia  is  the 
land,  I  think ;  and  he  tells  me  he  means 
to  marry  Miss  Royce  and  take  her  out 
there  with  him.' 

*  To  marry  her !'  repeats  Cecil,  as  if 
dazed. 

'  No  doubt ' — with  a  very  unpleasant 
smile — *  you  are  surprised ;  but,  you  know, 
"  Men  are  constant  never."  This  fact  of 
his  marrying  may  surprise  you — distress 
you,  even  ' — mockingly.  '  But  what  sur- 
prises me  is,  how  did  Miss  Royce  hear  of 
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the  money  left  him,  and  his  decision  with 
regard  to  her?  The  news  is  not  really 
twenty-four  hours  old,  and  he  said  in  his 
letter  to  me  he  had  not  yet  been  able  to 
communicate  with  her,  because  he  did  not 
know  where  she  was.  Yet,  as  you  say,  she 
came  here  to-day  to  tell  you  all  about  it.* 
'  No,  no,'  says  Cecil,  her  voice  low  and 
choking ;  *  it  was  not  that  she  came  to  tell 
me.' 

*  What,  then,  if  I  may  presume  ' — with 
lifted  brows — '  to  ask  ?' 

'  She  came  to  tell  me ' — she  pauses  and 
struggles  with  herself — ^  al/  /' 

'  She  told  you  ?'  His  face  has  changed 
to  a  dull  red. 

*^//'— faintly. 

Verschoyle  makes  a  strange  gesture.  He 
walks  away  a  yard  or  so  and  stands  a  while, 
and  then  comes  back  to  her. 

*  It  is  too  late,'  says  he. 

'  I  know  it.'  The  little  unborn  hope 
that  was  in  her  mind  now  dies.  No ;  he 
will  never  forgive.  '  I  do  not  hope  for 
forgiveness,  but ' — in  a  stifled  tone — '  grant 
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me  justice  at  least/  She  steps  nearer  to 
him,  and  holds  out  her  hands,  supplicating 
him.  *  Surely,  surely  I  should  have  been 
toldy  says  she,  her  lovely  eyes  resting  upon 
his,  reproach  in  their  depths.  *  I  was  your 
v^ife — I  had  a  full  right  to  your  confidence. 
However  sacred  your  promise  was  to  that 
unhappy  girl,  still  ...  I  mean ' — stammer- 
ing nervously — *  my  happiness  should  have 
been  more  to  you  than  hers.' 

'  I  could  not  see  that  your  happiness 
was  involved  ' — coldly. 

'  You  must  have  seen  it.  *  How ' — 
passionately — '  could  any  woman  know 
happiness,  living  with  a  man  whose  honour 
she  had  just  cause  to  doubt?  I  entreated 
you  that  night — you  remember — for  an 
explanation,  and  you  refused  to  give  it. 
What  could  your  refusal  seem  to  me  but 
confirmation  of  your  guilt  ?  Oh,  I  should 
— I  should  have  been  told.  I  have  not 
been  treated  well,  Anthony — not  fairly.  I 
am  not  pleading  with  you ;  I  am  only 
stating  my  case,  as  it  seems  to  me.  Oh,  I 
know' — with    vehement    impatience — *I 
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know  the  ordinary  codes  of  honour — a  pro- 
mise, a  word  given,  is  not  to  be  revoked  ; 
but  all  these  past  months  .  .  .  surely  you 
might  have  found  some  means  of  destroy- 
ing the  terrible  doubt  that  was  in  my 
heart.' 

'Belief !'— bitterly. 

*  As  you  will ;  that  does  not  alter  the 
question.     But  when  I  was  your  wife ' 

*  You  '  —  he  interrupts  her  contemp- 
tuously— '  were  never  my  wife.'  He  waits 
for  an  answer,  but  none  coming,  he  goes 
on :  *  Not  for  one  moment  during  the 
farce  of  our  married  life  have  you  ever,  by 
word  or  sign,  shown  yourself  sympathetic 
to  me.  On  the  evening  of  our  marriage- 
day,  when  you  discovered  that  I  had  with- 
held the  letter  that  would  have  wedded 
you  to  the  profligate  and  scoundrel  whom 
you  loved ' 

'  That  is  not  true ' 

'  You  cast  me  off.  What  is  not  true  ?' 
cries  he,  turning  upon  her  with  ill-subdued 
rage  within  his  eyes.  '  That  you  did  not 
love  him?' 
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*  Not  then  ' — faintly  ;  '  perhaps  before — 


L 


'  Pshaw  !' — savagely.  '  You,  who  are  so 
desirous  for  honour  at  all  hazards,  see  that 
you  do  not  perjure  yourself!  See,  too' — 
disdainfully — 'that  you  do  not  act  the 
hypocrite/ 

^  You  are  going  a  little  too  far,'  says  she 
in  a  low  tone. 

'  I  would  only  warn  you  not  to  pretend 
to  a  friendship  for  me — now  the  truth  has 
been  laid  bare — that  you  never  felt.' 

'  I  never  pretend  to  anything,'  returns 
she  haughtily.  '  I  desire  only  to  apologize 
to  you  for  any  annoyance  I  may  have 
caused  you  in  the  past ;  to  acknowledge  I 
was  entirely  wrong  in  my  judgment  of 
you  ;  to  acknowledge,  also,  my  sense  of 
your  kindness,  your  nobility,  to  that  poor 
girl  on  the  night  when  .  .  .  she  found  her- 
self abandoned  .  .  .  and  for  me  /' 

'  And  for  you  !  You  find  solace  in  that 
thought  ?'  says  he. 

It  is  not  a  good  thing  to  say ;  it  is, 
indeed,  a  disgraceful  thing.    But  the  man's 
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heart  is  sore  within  him,  and  he  speaks  out 
of  the  bitterness  of  it. 

'  That  is  unworthy  of  you/  returns  she 
quietly,  though  her  face  is  very  pale.  '  I 
think  you  will  be  sorry  for  it  by-and-by. 
If  you  will  not  accept  my  apology,  Anthony, 
nothing  more  need  be  said.  And,  indeed  * 
— calmly  now,  and  with  admirable  indiffer- 
ence, seeing  that  her  heart  is  in  mad  revolt 
— '  I  am  thinking  more  of  the  poor  girl 
who  has  just  left  me  than  of  your  or  my 
affairs.  Her  face  haunts  me.  What  terrible 
misery  she  has  endured  !  What  treachery  ! 
What  deceit!' 

Verschoyle  regards  her  with  a  grim 
smile. 

*  And  the  traitor,  the  deceiver,  is  the 
man  whose  lightest  suggestion  you  allowed 
to  overweight  your  many  years'  knowledge 
of  me  and  of  my  character.' 

*  You  make  it  very  hard  for  me,'  says 
she.  '  You  will  not  accept  the  grief,  the 
remorse,  I  feel.  Are  they  not  abject 
enough  ?  You  have  refused  me  your  for- 
giveness ;    yet   only   to-day   I    knew  all — 
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only  to-day  Miss  Royce  laid  bare  to  me 
her  miserable  story,  and  told  me  of  how 
you — you  alone  had  helped  her.' 

'  Any  man  on  earth  would  have  helped 
her  under  the  circumstances.  I  beg ' — with 
a  cynical  smile — '  you  will  not  put  me  on 
a  pedestal  for  so  small  an  act  of  courtesy.' 

'  It  was  not  so  small.'  She  looks  at  him 
very  gently,  if  coldly ;  and  he  looks  back 
at  her  with  a  miserable  rage  in  his  eyes. 
'  You  kept  her  secret  all  these  months 
against  your  own  interest,  your  own  happi- 
ness.' 

'  How  do  you  know  that  ?'  says  he.  It 
is  even  a  crueller  thrust  than  the  last,  but 
his  heart,  half  broken  for  six  months,  strikes 
now  against  the  thought  of  hope  and  com- 
fort. '  You  have  found  out  to-day  that  I 
am  not  altogether  vile,'  says  he,  '  but  you 
have  found  it  out  six  months  too  late.  You 
accuse  me  of  keeping  you  in  the  dark,  of 
refusing  to  confide  in  ' — with  a  short  and 
bitter  laugh — '  my  wife  !  And  there  is  a 
great  deal  in  what  you  say.  I  could  have 
done  all  that.     I  could  have  betrayed  to  you 
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the  infamy  of  the  man  you  loved,  the  man  ' 
— fiercely — '  you  love.  I  could  have  broken 
my  promise  to  that  unhappy  girl  ;  but  for 
what  ?  .  .  ,  For  you  !  ToUy  who  scorned, 
rejected  me ;  w^ho  consented  to  marry  me 
without  loving  me,  and  who,  at  one  word 
from  the  man  you  did  love,  flung  me  aside 
like  an  old  letter.' 

'  You  will  misjudge  me  to  the  end,  I 
know/ 

'  I  should  not ' — with  a  contemptuous 
smile — '  presume  to  judge  you.  Consider 
how  far  wiser  your  judgment  of  Fenton 
was  than  mine.  For  example,  you  saw 
some  grains  of  virtue  in  him ;  I  did  not. 
And  yet  he  is  now  going  to  marry  Miss 
Royce,  and  of  his  own  free  will,  too.  To 
retrieve  a  fault  is  to  have  it  half  condoned. 
Fenton  must  now  be  stamped  as  a  model 
of  all  the  virtues  ;  and  you  alone  read  him 
rightly  from  the  first.  Who  am  I,  that  I 
should  impugn  your  powers  of  judgment  V 
He  laughs  a  little  harshly. 

'  I  think  it  will  be  better  to  say  nothing 
more,'  says  Cecil  gently,  but  with  dignity. 
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'  And  yet  a  last  word  must  be  said.  The 
evening  of  the  day  we  were  married, 
Anthony,  you  suggested  a  separation.  .  .  . 
I  would  not  hear  of  it  then — but  now  T 

There  is  a  long,  an  eloquent  pause.  '  It 
shall  be  as  you  wish  this  time/  says  he. 

He  turns  abruptly,  and,  striding  across 
the  meadow  on  his  left,  is  soon  lost  to 
view. 


VOL.  III.  48 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

*  Ah,  when  shades  fell  to  light  succeeding, 
I  scarcely  dared  look  round  : 
"  Love  lies  bleeding  "  was  all  my  pleading; 
Heart's  ease  I  found/ 

Cecil  had  dressed  for  dinner,  and  then 
sent  a  message  to  say  she  would  not  be 
down ;  she  had  a  headache,  she  told  her 
maid — a  bad  headache — and  there  was  no 
untruth  in  her  words.  To  meet  him  face 
to  face,  on  such  a  conventional  occasion, 
with  all  these  tragic  possibilities  before  her 
— separation  from  him,  condemnation  by 
her  friends,  isolation  for  the  rest  of  her 
life — was  impossible  to  her.  And  in  the 
growing  moonlight  of  this  August  night 
she  sat  in  the  window  of  her  room  until 
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all  seemed  still  in  the  life  downstairs.  The 
movements  of  the  servants  going  to  and 
fro  are  nov^  at  an  end,  and  the  calm — the 
peaceful  silence  of  the  cold  sweet  moon 
— seems  to  have  fallen  upon  the  house,  and 
taken  it  into  its  possession. 

How  still,  how  unspeakably  quiet  every- 
thing is  !  Where  can  he  be  ?  In  the 
library,  perhaps.  Thinking — thinking  .  .  . 
as  she  is,  too  ! 

But  not  as  she  is.  His  thoughts,  no 
doubt,  are  glad  —  filled  with  joy  at  the 
knowledge  that  soon  she  will  be  out  of  his 
life  for  ever.  Gone  !  Put  aside  !  A 
woman  to  be  remembered  with  hatred,  it 
remembered  at  all. 

And  yet  once  he  had  loved  her  !  And 
with  a  great  love  !  .  .  .  Oh,  if  she  had 
only  known  !  Was  ever  woman  so  cruelly 
treated  ?  Did  ever  woman  so  cruelly  treat 
a  man  who  loved  her  ? 

Death  is  a  good  thing  sometimes. 

The  night  attracts  her.  Rising  languidly, 
she  covers  her  neck  and  arms  with  a  little 
soft  cloak  of  white  silk,  and,  going  down- 
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stairs,   walks    into   a  dainty  pleasaunce  of 
many-coloured  beds. 

*  The  silent  night,  and  this  fair  moon, 
And  these,  the  gems  of  heaven,  her  starry  train,' 

seem  to  lay  the  gentle  hand  of  healing  on 
her  troubled  spirit. 

With  a  sigh  she  passes  by  the  beds  of 
sleeping  flowers,  and,  skirting  the  eastern 
side  of  the  lake,  passes  into  a  larger  garden 
beyond,  and  so  into  the  shrubbery. 

Almost  with  her  foot  upon  the  entrance 
to  it  she  stops,  feeling  as  if  every  drop  of 
blood  in  her  body  has  ceased  to  flow. 
There,  in  the  moonlight,  stretched  at  full 
length  upon  the  warm  sward,  lies  Ver- 
schoyle,  fast  asleep. 

At  first  the  knowledge  that  he  is  sleep- 
ing does  not  come  to  her,  and  the  silent, 
motionless  figure  strikes  her  with  dread. 
The  one  thought,  death,  is  uppermost. 

Then  reason  returns  to  her ;  her  pulses 
now  beat  fast  and  furiously,  and  with  silent 
but  quick  steps  she  advances  to  his  side. 

Presently  she  drops  upon  her  knees  and, 
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bending  over  him,  looks  witli  sad  eyes 
upon  his  face.  Truth,  honesty,  earnest- 
ness—  all  these  are  writ  large  upon  it. 
But  in  deeper  print  than  all  the  rest  suffer- 
ing stands  out. 

Remorse  almost  overwhelms  her  as  she 
gazes.  It  is  she  who  has  brought  him  to 
this.  It  is  she  who  has  destroyed  his  life. 
It  is  because  of  her,  whom  he  has  loved, 
that  grief  thus  mars  him. 

She  leans  closer — closer  still.  .  .  .  He 
is  asleep.  He  will  not  know.  Closer 
again,  and  now  her  lips  have  pressed  with 
eager  swiftness  the  closed  lids. 

Soft  as  the  pressure  is,  it  rouses  him. 
He  opens  his  eyes,  and  she,  transfixed  by 
fear  of  her  own  daring,  still  remains  lean- 
ing over  him,  her  eyes  meeting  his.  In 
his  half-consciousness  —  seeing  those  dear 
eyes  so  near  him — he  flings  out  his  arms 
to  catch  her. 

CeciFs  breath  comes  quickly.  Ah, 
he  does  love  her  still,  then  !  He  does  I 
And  even  when,  as  all  his  senses  in  a 
second  more  return  to  him,  he  draws  back 
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the  caressing  arms,  and  springs  quickly  to 
his  feet,  she  does  not  feel  daunted.  His 
first  thought  on  waking  had  meant  love 
for  her  ;  his  second  .  .  .  But  '  first  thoughts 
are  truest/  though  '  second  thoughts  '  may 
be  '  best.' 

He  has  risen  to  his  feet,  but  she  still 
remains  upon  her  knees.  The  moonlight 
is  full  upon  her,  lighting  up  her  beautiful 
face,  and  showing  the  tears  that  sparkle  in 
her  heavy  eyes. 

'  What  brought  you  here  ?'  asks  he 
unsteadily. 

*  I  don't  know.  Chance,  perhaps.  Or 
God  !'  She  makes  a  little  gesture.  ^  An- 
thony  .   .   .  forgive  me  !' 

'  Don't  kneel  there,'  says  he  hoarsely. 

'  Let  me  !  It  is  my  proper  place  !' 
There  is  indescribable  dignity  in  her 
whole  air,  in  spite  of  her  lowly  posture. 

*  Anthony  !      Try  to  forgive  me  !' 

Stooping,  he  draws  her  up,  almost 
roughly,  to  her  feet. 

'  It  is  hard  !'  says  he,  in  a  stifled  tone. 

*  How  can  I  forgive  you  t     How  can  you 


A  POINT  OF  CONSCIENCE  231 

dare  ask  for  forgiveness  ?  Do  you  know 
what  I  have  suffered  during  all  these  past 
interminable  months  ?'  His  voice  is  trem- 
bling with  a  sort  of  smothered  rage  and 
passion  and  despair. 

'  If  anyone  could  know  it,  I  am  that 
one/  says  she.  She  presses  her  hand  in- 
voluntarily against  her  breast,  as  though  to 
still  some  dreadful  pain.  ^  I  .  .  .  suffered 
too.' 

*  Your  suffering  ' — sternly — '  was  of  your 
own  making.' 

'  Does  that  make  it  the  less  bitter  ?' 
cries  she,  and  then  suddenly,  as  if  realizing 
that  all  hope  is  at  an  end,  that  (his  tone 
being  so  cold  and  unforgiving)  she  has 
indeed  worked  out  her  own  undoing,  that 
she  has  killed  his  love  for  her,  she  bursts 
into  tears,  sobbing  pitifully. 

*  Oh,  it  is  all  over  !'  cries  she.  '  I  have 
said  all  I  can.  I  have  said  I  was  sorry. 
I  have  said  everything.  .  .  .  But  you  will 
not  forgive  me.' 

'  How  can  you  expect  it  !'  exclaims  he 
passionately. 
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And  yet,  when  now  she  turns  away, 
with  a  heart-broken  gesture  of  farewell, 
his  arms  all  at  once  close  round  her, 
holding  her,  forbidding  her  to  go. 

'  You  have  scorned  me.  You  have 
trodden  me  under  foot.  You  don't  deserve 
that  I ' 

'  I  know  it.'     She  is  clinging  to  him. 

'  Just  now  I  heard  you  say  ' — one  of  his 
arms  has  slipped  round  her  white  neck, 
from  which  the  silken  cloak  has  fallen  to 
the  ground,  leaving  her  beautiful  naked 
arms  and  throat  free  to  the  moonbeams — 
*  that  you  had  said  everything  to  me.  One 
thing  you  have  never  said — that  you  love 
me.' 

'  Oh,  I  do — I  do !  I  was  mad — I  was 
wicked  !  Oh,  darling,  darling,  try  to  love 
me  again  !' 


CHAPTER  LX. 

'  Now  all  is  said,  and  all  being  said  .  .  .' 

A  FEW  days   later,   Mr.   Browne,  who  is 

now  in  the  safe  shelter  of  the  Engadine, 

having  found  his  attentions  to  the  fair  Ethel 

leading  to  very  undesired  results,  receives 

the  following  letter : 

*  The  Towers, 
*  Friday. 
'  Dear,  good  Dicky ' 

*  She  must  be  mad,  whoever  she  is/  says 
Dicky  to  himself,  when  he  gazes,  with  an 
astonished  eye,  on  the  second  adjective. 
'  But  they  are  all  awfully  mad,  as  a  rule.' 

Then  he  glances,  for  curiosity's  sake,  at 
the  address  of  the  sender  of  this  remark- 
able tribute  to  his  unknown  virtues,  and, 
saying,  '  Oh,  my  goodness !'  or  something 
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worse,  sets  his  mind  to  the  reading  of  the 
letter. 

'  Dear,  good  Dicky, 

*  I  now  know  what  you  meant  by 
sending  me  to  see  the  heavens  from  the 
old  oak-tree.  It  was  to  give  me  heaven  ! 
Can't  I  give  you  something,  you  best  of 
friends  ? 

*  Always  yours, 

'  Cecil  Verschoyle.' 

*  So  thafs  all  right  !'  says  Mr.  Browne, 
with  a  sigh  of  relief.  '  I  feel  as  if  I  ought 
to  send  'em  a  second  wedding-present. 
Might  take  it  badly,  though.'  He  gets  up. 
'  Wonder  v/hat  the  deuce  they  are  going 
to  give  us  for  breakfast  to-day  ?  It's  been 
the  same  old  game  for  the  past  week.  I'll 
cut  it  if  there  isn't  any  change  this  morn- 
ing.' He  drums  idly  upon  the  table  near 
him.  '  By  George  !  but  I'm  glad  about 
old  Tony  !'  says  he. 

the  end. 
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A  Library  Editio.n  of  The  Deemster  and  of  The  Shadow  of  a  Crime  is  in  the  press,  set  in 
new  type  and  handsomely  bound,  crown  8vo,  cloth  decorated,  6^.  each. 

Cameron  (Commander  V.  Lovett).— The   Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince'  Privateer.     Post  Svo,  picture  hoards,  2J-. 

Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  2s.  ea. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Jane  Welsh),  Life  of.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland.    With 

Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.     Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  Svo,  cl.,  15.  6d. 

Correspondence  of  Thomas    Carlyle   and  R.  W.  Emerson,  1834-1872.     Edited  by 

C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  24^-. 

Carruth  (Hayden).— The  Adventures  of  Jones.     With  17  Illustra- 
tions.   Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  •zs. 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by.    Long  fcap.  8vo, 

cloth,  ■zs.  6d.  each. 

The  King  in  Yellow^. |        In  the  Quarter. 

Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,   Poems  and   Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.   C.  SWINBURNE.— Vol. 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6r.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord:  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  dd. 

Chatto  (W.  A.)  and  J.  Jackson.— A  Treatise  on  Wood  Engraving, 

Historical  and  Pr.actical.     With  Chapter  by  H.  G.  BOHN,  and  450  fine  lllusts.    Large  4to,  half-leather,  28J. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

S  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Crown  ito,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ^s.  6d. 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 
ings.    By  HOWARD  Staunton.    Edited  by  R.  B.  WormaLD.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5J. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  YouNG  and  E.  C.  HOWELL.     Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  (xi. 

The  International  Chess  Coniiress,  held  at  Hastings  in  August,  1S95.  Containing  the  Official 
Report  of  all  the  231  Games  played  in  the  Tournament,  with  Notes  by  the  Players,  and  Diagrams  of 
Interesting  Positions;  Portraits  ana  Biograpliical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  including  H.  N. 
PiLl^BURY,  E.  Lasker,  W.  Steinitz,  M.  Tchigorin,  Dr.  Tarrasch,  and  16  others;  and 
a  full  Account  of  the  Congress  and  its  surroundings.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  (x/.  {Shortly. 
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Clare  (Austin).— For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.     Post  8\  0,25.  ;  cl,  25.  6d, 
Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

Paul  FerroU. |  Vfhy  Paul  Ferroll  KUled  his  "Wife. 

Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).— Myths  and  Dreams.     Cr.  8vo,  35.  6i. 
Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    Post  Svo,  Illustrated  boards,  zs. 

The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Coleman  (John).— Players  and  Playwrights  1  have  Known.  Two 

Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  g^f. 

Coleridge  (M.  E.).— The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.   Cloth,  15.  6d, 
Coll ijisJC;^ Allston).- The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  dr. 

Jonathan  Swift ;  A  biographical  and  Critical  Study.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  8f> 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  Sro,  Illustrated  boarcfe,  2A  each. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  [        BlacksmiMi  and  Scholar. 

Transmigration.  I        You  Play  me  False.        |        A  Village  Coiiiedyt 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |     A  Fight  with  Fortune.  >    Sweet  and  Twenty,    j   Frances. 

Collins  (Wiikie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Antonina.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GfLBBRT,  R.A. 
Basil.     lUustrated  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.  A.,  and  J.  MAHONHY. 
Hide  and  Seek.    Illustrated  by  Sir  JOHN  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
After  Dark.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  HOUGHTON.  |          The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Dead  Secret.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A. 
Queen  of  Hearts.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHN  GILBERT,  R.A. 

The  Woman  in  White.    With  lUustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  FRASER. 
No  Name.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  MILLAIS,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  COOPER. 
My  Miscellanies.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Armadale.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  F.  A.  FRASER. 
Man  and  Wife.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  HUGHES. 


Miss  or  Mrs.  ?  With  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  F1LDB6,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 

agdalen.    Illustrated  by  ( 
The  Frozen  Deep.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 


The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  C.  S.  REINHARDT. 


The  Law  and  the  Lady.    AVith  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Fildbs,  R.A.,  and  SYDNEY  HALL. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    With  Illustrations  by  ARTHUR  HOPKINS. 

The  Fallen  Leaves.  1        Heart  and  Science.  I        The  EyU  Genius. 

Jezebel's  Daughter.  *  I  Say  No.'  Little  Novels.    Frontis. 

The  Black  Robe.  |        A  Rogue's  Life.  I        The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love.    With  a  Preface  by  Sir  WALTER  BESANT,  and  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 

POPULAR  Editions.    Medium  Svo,  6d.  each ;  cloth,  zs.  each. 
The  Woman  in  White. j  The  Moonstone. 

Colman's  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,'  'My  Night- 

gown  and  Slippers,'  &c.     With  Life  and  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Colquhoun  (M.  J.).— Every  Inch  a  Soldier.  Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Colt-breaking,  Hints  on.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6d, 
Convalescent  Cookery  :  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine  Ryan. 

Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6cl. 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by. 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.    With  65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  aSs. 
George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civility.    Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  2s.  6cl. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6rf. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. 
Leo.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards..  2j. __^ 

Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Geoff ory  Hamilton.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  ss.ed. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England ;  or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.     Collected  by  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.R.S.      With 
two  StepI  Flutes  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  js.  td. 
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Cotes  (V.  Cecil).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  Illustrations  by 

F.  H.  Tn\VNSF,N-D.     Post  8vo.  cloth.  2.?.  6:i. 

Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Iffounti 
His  Vanished  Star.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6rf 


The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Is-  -  •  • 


Crellin  (H.  N.),  Books  by. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    With  28  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cro\\ii  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6rf 
Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  sr. 
The  Nazarenes:   A  Drama.     Crown  8vo,  IS. 

Crim  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  by  DAN.  BEARD,  3J.  6(f. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2S. 

Croker    (Mrs.   B.  M.),    Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d. 

each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  ,2S.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  2s.  M.  each. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  I        Diana  Harrington. 


A  Bird  of  Passage.  Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness.  '  ~     -    •  - 


Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
Village  Tales  and  Jungle  Tragedies. 
Mr.  Jervls.  |        The  Real  Lady  Hilda.  [Shortly, 

Married  or  Single?    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  isj.  nett. [Shortly 

Cruikshank*s  Comic  Almanack.      Complete  in  Two  Series  :   The 

First,  from  18^5  to  184^  ;  the  SECOND,  from  1844  to  185^.  A  Gatherings  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  Hood.  Mayhew,  albert  Smith,  A'Beckett,  Rorert  brough,  &c.  With 
numerous  Steel  EnErravin^rs  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK,  HiNE,  Landells,  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  -js.  6rf.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84  Illustrations  and  a 
Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts. 


Cumming  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  85.  6i.  ea. 

In  the  Hebrides.     With  an  Autotype  Frontispiece  and  2^  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  PlainSo    With  42  Illustrations. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon.    With  28  lllustratirnis. 

Via  Corn-yg-all  to  Egypt.    With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  -jx.  M. 

Cussans  (John  E.).— A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees 'and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Cyples  (W.).— Hearts  of  Gold.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3^.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  25. 
Daniel    (George).— Merrie   England   in  the  Olden  Timfe.    With 

Illustrations  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  61/. 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6cl. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.r. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman).— Mr.  Sadler's   Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6(1. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  15.  ea.;  cl,  15.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 

Nursery  Hints  :  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 

Foods  for  the  Fat :   A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  8vo,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  :2s.  6ii 

Davies'    (Sir  John)    Complete   Poetical    Works.      Collected  and 

Edited,  with  Memorial-introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Two  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  i2.r. 

Dawson  (Erasmus,  M.B.).— The  Fountain  of  Youth.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  Nl.SBHT,  y.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2r. 

De  Guerin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  G.  S.  TrebutienT 

With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.    Translated  from  the  20th  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH- 
INGHA.M.     Fcap.  Bvo,  half-bound,  2s.  6rf. 

De  Maistre  (Xavier).— A  Journey  Round  my  Room.     Translated 

by  Sir  Henry  ATTWELL.     Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  6^. 

De  Mille  (James).— A  Castle  in  Spain.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 

a_Frontispiece,  y.  6ci.  ;  post  8vo.  illustratedjioarfis,  2s. 

Derby  (The)  :  The  Blue  Ribbon  of  the  Turf.    With  Brief  Accounts 

of  THE  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  CURZON.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2.?.  6r^. 
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Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea;  post  8vo,  25.  ea. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. |        Circe's  Lovers. 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globe.    With  220  Illustra- 

tions.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I        Nicholas  Nlckleby.  I        Oliver  Twist. 

About  England  with  Dickens.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vander- 
HOOF.  ALHRHU  RlMMER.  and  Others.     Square  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7.r.  6d. 

Dictionaries. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles :  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER, 

LL.D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  y.c  6rf. 
The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.    By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.    With  an  English  Bibliography.    Seventeenth  Thousand.   Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7J.  od. 
Authors  and  their  \trorks,  w^lth  the  Dates.    Cros\-n  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2^'. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  SAMUEL 

A.  BENT.  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6rf. 
The  Slang  Dictionary  :  Etymolosjical,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.r.  6d, 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases :  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.   By 
Eliezer  Edwards.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7^.  6rf. 

Diderot. — The    Paradox   of  Acting.      Translated,    with    Notes,   by 

Walter  HERRIES  pollock.     With  Preface  by  Sir  HENRY  IRVING.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4J.  6d. 

Dobson  (Austin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Be'wick  and  his  Pupils.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Four  Frenchwomen.    With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes.     Two  Series.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s.  each.— A  THIRD 
Series  is  in  preparation. 

Dobson  (W.  T.).— Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

8vo,  cloth  hmp,  2J.  6d. 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  aj-.  6d.  each. 
The  Man-Hunter.     |        Wanted. 
Caught  at  Last. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  ? 
Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

From  Information  Received. 

Link  by  Link.     |     Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of  the  Law.       [Shortly. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth,  2j.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 
Tracked  to  Doom.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.     Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  65.  per  Vol. 

Ben    Jonson'S    Works.    With   Notes,   Critical  and  Explanatory,  and   a   Biographical   Memoir  bv 

William  Gifford.     Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.     Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  compleie  ;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 

Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey 
Marlowre's  Works.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
Massinger'S  Plays.     From  Gifford'S  Text.     Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  nr  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 
An  American  Girl  in  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To- Day.  |         Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  HursT. 

Dyer  (T.  F.  Thiselton).— The  Folk=Lore  of  Plants.    Cr.  Svo.  cTTeZ 
Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Kev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  (Giles)  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
H«rrick's  1  Robert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.   R.  Pearce).— Zephyrus :    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.    With  41  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Edison,  The  Life  and  Inventions  of  Thomas  A.    By  W.  K.  L.  and 

ANTOMA  DICKSON.    With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  OUTCALT,  <S:c,    Demy  410,  gloth  gilt,  i8f. 
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Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

A  Point  of  Honour.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

Archie  Lovell.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Edwards  (Eliezer).— Words,  Facts,  and   Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 


Edwards  (M.  Betham=),  Novels  by. 

Kittv.    Post  8vo.  boards.  2J. :  cloth,  -zs.  6d.         I         Fe 


Kitty.    Post  8vo.  boards,  is.;  cloth,  -zs.  6d.         \         Felicia.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2J. 

Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.). —  Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  WAGE,  and  Four  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  SJ. 

Eggleston  (Edward). — Roxy  :  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  25. 

Englishman's  House,  The :  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 
ing a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany  (The  Young  Preten- 

15KK).     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ■js.  (>d. 
Stories  from  the  State  Papers.    With  Autotype  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

Eyes,  Our  :  How  to  Preserve  Them.    By  John  Browning.    Cr.  8vo,  is. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.     By  Samuel  ARTHuii  Bent, 

A.M.     Fifth  Edition.  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. . 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  45.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle  :  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CROOKES,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Yarious  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 

William  Crookes,  F.C.S.    With  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson),  Works  by. 

Military  Manners  and  Customs.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

War :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  '  Military  Manners  and  Customs.'    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  ts.  Cd. 

Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -iS.  each. 
The  Nev  Mistress.  I         Witness  to  the  Deed. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
The  Tiger  Lily :  A  Tale  of  Two  Passions.       |  The  White  Virgin.  _ 


Fin=Bec.— The  Cupboard  Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  -zs.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art  of  Making ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury.     By  THOMAS  KENTISH.     With  267  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  y. 

First  Book,  My.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn.  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kipling,  A.  Conan  doyle, 
M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  M.  Ballantyne,  I.  Zangwill, 
MoRLEY  Roberts,  iD.  Christie;  Murray,  Mary  Corelli,  J.  K.  Jerome,  John  Strange 
Winter,  Bret  Harte,  "Q.,"  Robert  Buchanan,  andR.  L.  Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations.     Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  "js.  6d. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by. 

The  W^orld  Behind  the  Scenes.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 
liittle  Essays :  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  Lamb.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  2J.  6d. 
A  Day's  Tour:    A  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.     With  Sketches.    Crown  4to,  u. 
Fatal  Zero.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  j     The  Lady  of  Brantome.        I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly.  I     Never  Forgotten.  |     Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Life  of  James  Boswell  rof  Auchinleck).    With  Illusts.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth/  24i-. 

The  Savoy  Opera.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Sir  Henry  Irving;   Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.  if.;  cloth,  u.  6d. 

Flammarion  (Camille),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  EllArd  GORE, 

F.R. A.S.    With  Three  Plates  and  28S  Illustrations.     Medium  Sva  cloth,  i6j. 
Urania;  A  Romance.    With  87  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  exfta.  sj. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  o«  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GrOSART,  P.p.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  boards.  6j. 

Fonblanque  (Albany).— Filthy  Lucre.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  zs. 
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Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6rf.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  each. 
One  by  One.  I     A  Real  Queen.  I     King  or  Knave. 

Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated.  I     A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

Post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.    I     Olympla.  I    Romances  of  the  JLaw. 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  ed. 

Esther's  Glove.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each. 

Seth's  Brother's  Yilte. |        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.    Three 

Vols.,  demy  Svo.  cloth  boards,  ys.  6d.  each. 

Friswell  (Hain).— One  of  Two  ;  A  Novel.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d,  each. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities.        |        Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

The  Old  Shovrmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry*s  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities.     Edited 

by  JOH.V  Lane.    Published  Annually.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  8vo,  is.  each ;  cloth  limp.  15.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  George  Glenny. 


Household  Horticulture.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 
a  Rent.    By  Tom  Je 


The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 


My  Gajden  Wild.    By  Francis  G.  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).— Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots :  Being 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.     With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  F.  H.  TOWNSEND.     Demy  4to,  half-bound.  21s. 

Garrett  (Edward).— The  Capel  Girls:  A  Novel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  with  two  lOustrations,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts :  A  Story  of  the  Revolution.    Trans- 
lated by  John  DE  VillierS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       15.    Monthly.       Contains   Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biography,  and  Art,  and  'Table  Talk'  by  SYLVANUS  URBAN. 
%*  Bound  Volufn€s  /or  recent  years  kept  in  stock,  8j.  i>d.  each.     Cases  for  binding,  is.  . 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November.     15. 


German    Popular   Stories.      Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.     With  Introduction   by  JOHN   RUSKIN,   and  22   Steel  Plates  after 
George  CRUIKSHANK.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  ts.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  -js.  6d. 


Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Robin  Gray.  I        The  Golden  Shaft.  |        Loving  a  Droam. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2x.  each. 


The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

W^hat  Will  the  World  Say? 

For  the  King.        |     A  Hard  Knot. 

Queen  of  the  Iffeadoiv. 

In  Pastures  Green. 


In  Iiove  and  W^ar. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Braes  of  Yarroiar. 

Fancy  Free.        |     Of  High  Degree. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart's  Delight.     |     Blood-Money. 


Gibney^(Somerville).— Sentenced!     Crown  8vo,  is.;  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  ed.  eaclir 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Princess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Svireethearts—Gretchen—Danl  Druce— Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  '  Pinafore '—The  Sorcerer— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
-The  THIRD   SERIES:    Comedy  and  Tragedy— Foggerty's  F'airv- Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern— 
Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Ruddigore— The  Yeom'en  of  the  Guard— The  Gondoliers— 
The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    Containing:  The  Sorcerer— H.M.S. 

•  Pinafore  —The    Pirates   of    Penzance— lolanthe— Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by 

Jury.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 
The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book;  Quotations  for  Every  Day  in  the  Year,  selected 

from  Plays  by  W.  S.  GILBERT  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A.  SULLIVAN.    Compiled  by  ALEX.  WATSON. 

Royal  i6mo,  Japanese  leather,  2S.  6d. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  Illustrated  bds.^  2s.  each. 

Dp.  Austin's  Guests.  '  — -•-      ^     ^       -      ^- 

The  Wizard  ot  the  Mountain. 


Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I        James  Duke,  Costermonger. 


Qlanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  M.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  H.  NiSBE  r. 
The  Fossicker :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NiSBET, 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood. 

The  Golden  Rock.    With  a  Frontis.  by  Stanley  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.    [Shortly. 

Qienny  (George).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower.  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo,  zs.  ;  cl.  Ip.,  is.  bd. 

Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.  Post  8vo,  cl.,  25. 
Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The  :    An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quota- 

TIO.NS.     Edited  by  THEODORE  Taylor.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ^s.  6d. 

Gontaut,  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  (Gouvernante  to  the  Chil- 

drcn  of  France),  1773-1836.     With  Two  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6i. 
Graham  (Leonard). — The  Professor's  Wife:  A  Story.  Fcp.  8vo,  15. 
Greeks   and    Romans,  The    Life    of   the,   described   from  Antique 

Monuments.     By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.    KONER.     E-iited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.     With  545  lUustra- 
tions.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  &f. 

Greenwood  (James),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  |        Ijow-Iiife  Deeps. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Nikanor.    Translated  by  ELIZA  E.  CHASE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 
A  Noble  Woman.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  post  8\-o,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  3J-.  M.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Grundy  (Sydney). — The   Days  of  his   Vanity:    A  Passage  in  the 

Life  of  a  Young  Man.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

Habberton  (John,  Author  of  '  Helen's  Babies  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d.  each. 
Bpueton's  Bayou. !        Coxmtry  Luck. 

Hair,  The :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PIXCUS.    Crown  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poen  s  by.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  65.  each. 

New  Symbols.              |        Legends  of  the  Mo.'row.        |        The  Serpent  Play. 
Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Zs. 


Hall    (Owen).— The  Track  of  a  Storm.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  65. 
Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on   Steel  and  AVood  by  MacliSE,   GILBERT,   IlARVEY,   and   GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.f.  td. 

Halliday  (Andrew).— Every '■day  Papers.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.     With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  FELIX  DE  SALAMANCA.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  gj.  6d. 

Hanky=Panky:     Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of 

HancC  &c. Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4J.  6rf. 

Hardy  (Lady  Duffus)  .—Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice.    Post  Svo.  bds.,  25. 
Hardy  (Thomas). — Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.     Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  with  Portrait  ancl  15  Illustrations,  jr.  M.  ;  post  Svo  illustrated  boards,  2J.     cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Harper  (Charles  G.),  Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i6s.  each. 

The  Brighton  Road.    With  Photogrravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 

From  Paddington_to^enzance  ;  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.    With  105  Illustrations. 

Harwood  (J.  Berwick).— The  tenth  Earl.    Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
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Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author.   LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Eight  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Vol         I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  works.    With  Steel-plate  Portrait. 

II.  The  '  ucK.  OK  ROARING  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 

III.  Tales  of  the  argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 

IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.   |     Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
VI.  Tales  of  the  pacific  slope. 

VII.  Tales  of  the  pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
„   VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 


The  Select  VTorks  of  Bret  Harte,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.     With  Introductory  Essay  by  J.  M. 

Bellew,  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  50  Illi'strations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  td. 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Pi 'nted  on  hand-made  paper.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  4j.  6(f. 
The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.    With  28  Original  Drawmgs  by  Kate  GreenawaY,  reproduced 

in  Colours  by  EDMUND  EVANS.     Small  4to,  cloth,  5^-. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2J.  each. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3J.  td.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NiSBET. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
Susy:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  anc"  Vignette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 
Sally  Dais's,  &c.     with  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  ALMOND  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's.    \\  ith  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small  and  others. 
The  Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's,  <S:c.     AVith  39  Illustrations  by  DUDLEY  HARDY  and  others. 
Clarence:  A  Story  of  the  American  War.     With  Eight  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■zs.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  I         The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  &c. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  &c.  I  Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo-  illustrated  boards,  ■2S.  each  ;  cloth,  -is.  td.  each. 
Flip.  I        Maruja.  I        A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  \s.  each. 
Snow-Bound  at  Eagle's.  I         JeS  Briggs's  Love  Story. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  ts. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  ts. 

The  Art  of  Dress.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  \s. ;  cloth,  u.  td. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  td. 

Chaucer  for  Children.    With  33  Illustrations  (8  Coloured).     Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  td. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.). — American  Humorists:  Washington 

IRVING,    OLIVER    WENDELL    HOLMES,    JAMES    RUSSELL    LOWELL,    ARTEMUS    WARD,    MARIC 
Twain,  and  Bret  H ARTE.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
Garth.  I         Ellice  Quentin.  I  Beatrix  Randolph.    With  Four  Illusts. 

Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter'a  Disappearance. 

Fortune's  Foci.     |     Dust.    Four  Illusts.      |  The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8%'o,  illustrated  boards,  -zs.  each. 
Hiss  Cadogna.  I         Love— or  a  Name. 


Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  u. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel).— Our  Old   Home.      Annotated  with   Pas- 
sages from  the  Author's  Note-books,  and  Illustrated  with  31  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  15^, 

Heath  (Francis  George).— My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 

There.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  ts. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ^s.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  |         Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron  ;  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  td.  :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  —  Agatha  Page;  A  Novel.      Cr.  8vo.  cl..  3?.  6d. 
Henty  (G.  A.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
Dorothy's  Double . 

Herman  (Henry).— A  Leading  Lady.     Post  8 vo.  bds.,  25. ;  cl.,25."6i. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 

Collected  Poems.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.   B.  GROSAK'I',   D.D., 
Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  iHs. 
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Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 

latcil  by  AR  ruUR  RANSOM.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hesse^Warteg-g:  (Chevalier  Ernst  von).— Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.     U'itli  -jz  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  0.-/. 

Hill  (Headon).— Zambra  the  Detective.   PostSvo,  hds.,  25.  ;cl.,25.6(f. 
Hill  (John),  Worics  by. 

Traason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  sj.        |     The  Common  Ancestor.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6A 

HindJey  (Charles),  Works  by. 

Tavern  Anccdotas  and  Sayings:   Including  Reminiscences  connected  with  Coffee  Houses, 

Cluiis,  iVc.     With  IllustriUions.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6^/. 
The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  M. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel). — The  Lover's  Creed.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 

Hollingshead  (Johfi). — Niagara  Spray.     Crown  Svo.  is. 

Holmes  (Gordon,  M.D.)— The  Science  of  Voice  Production  and 

Voice  Preservation.    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  (xt 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson.    Post  Svo,  cloth 

limp,  2.f.  bi/.— Anotlicr  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth,  2s. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table. 

In  One  \'ol.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2J-. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the  Author,  Portrait,  and  aoo  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6rf. 
Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  Ss  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ■zs. 

Hood   (Tom).— From   Nowhere  to   the   North    Pole:    A  Noah's 

ArkcEological  Narrative.     V/ith  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  B.\RNES.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  (>s. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works ;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Rons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  8vo.  boards,  25. 
Hopkins  (Tighe).— *'Twixt  Love  and  Duty.'     PostSvo,  boards,  25. 
Home  (R.  Hengist).  —  Orion:    An  Epic  Poem.      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  Sum ^!ERS.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  qs.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6d.  each. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn.         I        In  Durance  Vile.        I        A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  I        A  Modern  Circe. 


Lady  Yerner's  Flight.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3f.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 
The  Red-House  Mystery.                          I     The  Three  Graces.    With  6  Illusts.      [Shortly. 
The  Professor's  Experiment.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15J.  nett.  

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.  Edited 

by  Edmund  OLLIER.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2J.  

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by]         ~~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  td.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |        Self-Condemned.        |        That  Other  Person, 

Thornicroft's  Model.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 
Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Hutchison  (V^.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt-breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 

tions.    Crown  Svt?,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

hjs  M ethod^ an d  Stjit istics.     By  Renaud^S VZO R,  M.B.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe).— Honour  of  Thieves.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6i. 
Idler  (The)  :.  An  Illustrated   Magazine.     Edited  by  J.  K.  Jerome.     6d. 

Monthly.    The  First  SEVEN  VOLS,  are  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  SJ.  each ;  Cases  for  Bmdinjr,  u.  td.  each. 
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Impressions  (The)  of  Aureole.      Crown  8vo,  printed  on  blush-rose 

paper  and  handsomely  bound,  6s. 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of  Them.  Crown  8vo,  15.  ;  cloth,  15.  6i. 
Ingelow  (Jean).— Fated  to  be  Free.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  25. 
Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  TREVOR-DavieS.     Crown  8vo.  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6J. ^ 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and  Edited  by  A. 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<f. 

Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6ii. 

James  (C.  T.  C.).  — A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  CiA 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.  Post  8vo,  bds..25.  ;  c\.,2s.6d. 
Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL. P.). —Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  55. 
Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  The  Queen  of  Connaught.      


Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  25.  Od.  each. 

Nature  near  London.  |        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

\*  Also  the  H.\nd-m.-vde  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d. 

liCrd  Tennyson  :   A  Biographical  Sketch.     With  Portrait.     Post  8vo.  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 

Stageland.    With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  is. 
John  Ingerfleld,  &c.  With  9  lUusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd  and  John  Gulich.  Fcap.  8vo,  pic.  cov.  is.  6rf. 
The  Prude's  Progress :  A  Comedy  by  J.  K.  Jerome  and  Eden  Phillpotts.  Cr.  8vo,  is.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The    Barber's    Chair;    and   Th*?   Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2^-. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  15.  6d,  ea. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  75.  6d.  ea. 

Finger-Ring  Lore  :  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.    With  nearly  300  Illustrations.    Second 

Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners,  Talismans.  Word  and 

Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck.  &c.     With  Frontispiece. 
Cro^irns  and  Coronations :  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  100  illustrations. 


Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  3vo.  ■«loth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining 'The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.'  With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound.  12s.  6d. 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists, 

Post  Sro,  cloth  limQ.  2S.  6d. 

Kershaw    (Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts   and    Fictions:     Humorous 

Sketches.     Post  8vq,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Keyser  (Arthur).— Cut  by  the  Mess.    Crown  8vo,  \s.  ;  cloth,  15.  (id. 
King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,35.6^.  ea.;  post  Svo.bds.,  25.  ea. 

A  Drawn  Game.  |         '  The  Vfearing  of  the  Green.' 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -is.  each. 
Passion's  Slave.  I         Bell  Barry. 
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Knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.j.  —  The 

Patiant's  Yade  Mecum  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  8vo,  is. ;   cL,  is.  6d. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MARQUESS  OF  LORNE,  K.T.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 

'  Poetry  for  Children '  and  'Prince  Dorus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  SHEP- 
HERD.    With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."    Crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  ^s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2S. 

Liittle  Essays:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 
El  rZGI£RALi>.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6ii. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.  "With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Brander  Mat- 
thews, antl  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Ecap.  8vo,  half-bound,  2S.  6d. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thjnias  Lucy,  touching-  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582.  To  which 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the 
State  of  Ireland,  1595.     Ecap.  8vo,  half-Koxburghe,  -zs.  6d. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 
monly called  in  England  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic, 
with  Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Engravings  from  Designs  by  HARVEY.  Edited  by  EDWARD 
Sta.\LEY  Poole.     With  Preface  by  Sta.n'LEY  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  7.r.6rf.  ca. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  I         Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooters :  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  sj. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Lei gh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ss.  6ci. 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans=Qene.      Translated  from 


the  French  by  John  DE  Villiers.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. 


Leys  (John).— The  Lindsays;  A  Romance.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Lindsay  (Harry).— Rhoda  Roberts:  A  Welsh  Mining  Story.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Witch  Stories.  I         Ourselves :  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.     I        lone.  I  Under  which  Lord  ?    With  12  Illustrations. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas.  'My  Love!'       |      Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  World  Well  Lost.    With  12  Illusts.        |  Paston  Carew^,  Millionaire  and  Miser. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  each. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family.  I         With  a  SUken  Thread. 

The  One  Too  Many.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 


Freeshootlng ;  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  LiNTON.    Post  8vo.  cloth,  gj.  6d. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.).— Gideon   Fleyce:   A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  y.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is. 
Broken  Wings.    ^Vith  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  HENNES5Y.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MacColl  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ss. 
Ednor  W^hitlock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6.r. 

Macdonell  (Agnes).— Quaker  Cousins.    Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 


MacQregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Mackay    (Charles,   LL.D.).  —  Interludes   and    Undertones;    or. 

Music  at  Twilight.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6* 
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McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by.  ,,     .  ,   ,  ^       ,^,  ,.     , 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
1880  Four  Vols  ,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION,  m  Four  Vols., 
crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  the  JUBILEE  EDITION,  withan  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end 
of  1SS6,  in'x wo  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7jf.  6tf.  each.  ,         .,  r-.,      r. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Oivn  Times.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j.— Also  a  CHEAP 
POPULAR  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2j.6.7r.  u      nr  i    r  «  tt        j 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges.    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  reaay. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6ci.  each  ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rf.  each. 


The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

liinley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Illustrations. 


Donna  Quixote.     With  la  Illustrations. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.       With  12  Illustrations. 

Camiola :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 


•  The  Right  Honourable.'    By  Justin  McCarthy,  JM.P.,  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed.    Crown 
8vo,  clot.i  extra.  6s. ^ ____^ 

McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.    (Constituent  Assembly,  1789-91).    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each  [Vols.  I.  &  11.  ready;  Vols.  III.  &  IV.  in  thi press. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  Bvo,  \s. :  cloth,  \s.  6d. 
Ireland  Since  the  Union :  Sketches  of  Irish  History,  1798-1856.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Haflz  in  London :  Poems.    Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3J.  6d. 


Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  \s.  6d. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  u. 

Dolly :  A  Sketch.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  xs.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Lily  Lass:  A  Romance.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  hmp,  is.  6d.  .    ,,,   , 

The  Thousand  and  One  Days.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  12s. 

A  London  Legend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6;!?.  {Shortiy. 

MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth  case,  21^-. ;  or 

the  Volumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  2s.  (td.  each. 
Vol.     I.  WITHIN  AND  Without.— THE  Hidden  Life. 

II.  The  disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 
„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  dreams.— Roadside 

Poems.— POEMS  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  PHANTASTES  :  A  Faerie  Romance.  |      Vol.  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 

„  VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„    IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight. 
„      X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken  Swords. 
—The  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 


Poetical  Works  of  George  MacDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  buckram,  12s. 

A  Threefold  Cord.  Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  sj. 

Phantastes :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  23  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 
Heather  and  Snovf :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 
Lilith  :   A  Romance.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^-. 

Maclise  Portrait  Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious  Literary  Charac= 

ters:  85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ;  with  Memoirs— Biographical,  Critical,  Bibliosjraphical, 
and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
B.\TES,  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J-.  6rf. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoiix 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.    34  lllusts.  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 

Through  Brittany.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 

About  Yorkshire.     With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories.  |       Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories. 

Magician's   Own   Book,   The :    Performances  with  E^gs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4J.  6d. 

Magic  Lantern,  The,   and   its  Management  :  Including  full  Practical 

Directions.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.     With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in   the    British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  s^- 

iVlallory    (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort  d' Arthur:    The  Stories  of    King 

Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.  (A  Selection.)  Edited  by  B.  MONTGOMERIE  R^- 
KI><G.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  8*.  ,    ■     ■■  ■       i 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New  Republic.    I'ost  8vo,  picture  cover,  2.f. ;  cloth  limp,  or.  6ti. 

The  Neur  Paul  &  Virginia:  I'ositivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  M. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  6j.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  u. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  parchment.  Zs. 

Is  Life  Worth  Living  ?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  f>s. 

Mark  Twain,  Books  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.    Revised  aivJ  Corrected  throujjhout  by  the  Author.    With 

Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It ;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  200  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  FR.\SER. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour,    with  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7J.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad;  or.  The  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.     With  234  Illustrations.    (The  Two  Shil- 

hn),'  Edition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
The  Gilded  Age.    By  Mark;  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustrations. 
The  Adventures  of   Tom  Sawyer.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  -^14  Illustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    With  igo  Illustrations. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  300  Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  174  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemule. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  220  Illustrations  by  Dan  Uhard. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  td  each. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan.  Beard. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  Illlustrations  by  LOUIS  LOEB. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  &c.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  \_Shortly. 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^-.  6.:'. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards  zs. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■2s.  each. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant.  |      Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 

Marks  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  by.     With  Four 

Photogravures  and  126  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  32J. 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.     Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  W^ild  Oats.  I       Fighting  the  Air. 

Open  !  Sesame !  |       Written  in  Fire. 

Massinger's  Plays.      From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  CU.NNINGHAM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman  (J.).— Half=a=Dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.      Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  zj.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6rf. 

Mayhew  (Henry).— London  Characters,  and  the  Humorous  Side 

of  London  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^-.  6^?. 

Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  Qd.  each. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.  |      In  an  Iron  Grip. 

Qthe  Yoice  of  the  Charmer.    Three  Vols.,  iss.  nett.  [Nov.  i. 

Merrick  (Leonard).— The  Man  who  was  Good.      Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards  aj. 

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. |       Mr.  Dorilllon. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fen  wick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.     AVith  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  15.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  &c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 


Minto  (Wm.).— Was  She  Oood  or  Bad?    Cr.  Svo,  i^.;  cloth,  is.  Qd. 
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Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispioco  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  S  tanlhy  L.  Wood. 
The  King's  Assegai.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  AVOOD. 
Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Hathercourt  Rectory.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 
That  Girl  in  Black.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  u.  td. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alclphron.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2j. 

Prose  and  Yerse ;  including  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  MEMOIRS  OF  LORD  BYRON.     Edited 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  td. 

Muddock  (J.  E.)  Stories  by. 

stories  Weird  and  WTonderful.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs. ;  cloth,  zs.  6d.' 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret ;  or.  The  \'alley  of  Gold.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra.  5J. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J-. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood :  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With  12  Illustrations  by 
STANLEY  L.  ■WOOD.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6 J.  each  ;  post  3vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  eaeh. 


A  Life's  Atonement.        I  The  V?ay  of  the  World. 

Joseph's  Coat.    12  Illusts.  |  A  Model  Father. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  Illusts.      I  Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Yal  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune.    Frontisp. 

Hearts.  |  By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 


A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person   Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges, 
A  Wasted  Crime. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  Grenville  Manton. 

The  Making  of  a  Novelist :  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.     With      Collotype  Portrait  and 
Vignette.     Crown  Bvo,  art  linen,  dr. 

Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  I        The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  Nicolet. 

Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  board.?,  2s.  each  ;   cloth,  ar.  6d.  each. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  I       A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

Newbolt  (Henry).— Taken  from  the  Enemy.   Fop.  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

*  Bail  Up.'     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ss.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Yincent.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  12s. 

Lessons  in  Art.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra,  2S.  6d.  "* 
Wliere  Art  Begins.    With  27  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Norris  (W.  E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

Saint  Ann's.  I       Billy  Belle-ur.    With  Frontispiece.        [Shortly. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Unforeseen.  I      Chance  ?  or  Fate  7 

Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ea. 


Held  in  Bondage 

Tricotrin. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Cecil  Castlemalne's  Gage 

Under  Two  Fla^s. 

Puck.       i     IdaJla. 


Folle-Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel.        |     Signa. 

Tv/o  Wooden  Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 


Moths.     I     Pipistrello. 
A  Yillage  Commune. 
In  Maremma.   I     W^anda. 
Bimbi.        |        Syrlin. 
Frescoes.        |     Othmar. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Gullderoy.      |     Rufflno. 


.Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jj.  each. 
Bimbi.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders,  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

Santa  Barbara,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6^-. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
T«ro  Offenders.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  di.  ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OuiDA  by  F.  SYDNEY  MORRIS.    Post 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  51-.— CheaI'  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by. 

Doctor  Rameau. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

I      A  Last  Liove. 


A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3^.  dd. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2J. 


Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path.  I       Whiteladies. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 


O'Reilly  (Mrs.).— Phoebe's  Fortunes.     Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  is. 


Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by. 

Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2J.  6d. 
Animal  Anecdotes.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  gJ. 


Pandurang  Hari ;    or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Preface  by  Sir 

Bartle  FRERE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3^.  6rf. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J-. 


Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'Crie.  D.D. 


A  New  Translation,    with   Historical 

Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Paul  (Margaret  A.).— Gentle  and  Simple.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with 

Frontispiece  by  HELEN  Paterson,  3J.  td. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2j. 


Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ; 
I.ost  Sir  Massingtterd. 
Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |     For  Cash  Only. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    With  12  Illusts. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.    With  12  Illusts. 


post  3vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 

From  Exile.  |     Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Canon's  Ward.    With  Portrait. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  Illusts. 

Glow-Worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories.       |     A  Trying  Pationt. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 


Humorous  Stories. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  County  Family. 

liike  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  W^oman's  Vengeance. 

Carlyon's  Year.       |    Cecil's  Tryst. 

Murphy's  Master. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 


Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Some  Private  Views. 

Not  Wooed,  But  W^on. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

W^hat  He  Cost  Her. 

Kit:  A  Memory. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


In  Peril  and  Privation.    With  17  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  (>d. 
Notes  from  the  *  New^S.'     Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover.  \s.  ;  cloth,  u.  6rf. 

Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.     With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  DU  MAURIER. 

The  Muses  of  Iflayfair  :   Vers  de  Societe.    Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo.  15.  ea.  ;  cloth.  15.  6d.  ea. 

Beyond  the  Gates.         |     An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.   |     Burglars  in  Paradise. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Crown  8vo,  u. ;  c 


6d. 


Phil  May's  Sketch  Book.     Containing  50  full-page  Cartoons. 

4to,  buckram,  gilt  top.  los.  6d. 


Imp. 


Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by. 

Trooping  with  Crow^s.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  u. 
Lady  Lovelace.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 


Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.    With  .Six  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -js.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems,  1819-1879.     With  Introduction  by  Mrs.  MaCKARNESS.     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s. 

Plutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious  Men.     With  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHN  and  WM.  LANGIIORNE,  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  half-bound.  loj.  6d. 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Intro- 
duction by  Charles  Baudelaire.  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  js.  6d, 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ?,;. 
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Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station.  |        The  Soul  of  CountOES  Adrian. 

Outlavir  and  liawmaker.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^-.  61/. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2^-. 

Christina  Chard,    ^^^itll  Frontispiece  by  W.  Paget.    Crown  8vo.  clotli.  3.S-.  dd. _ 


Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6rf.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■zs.  each. 


Valentin  a. 


I     The  Foreigners. 


I     Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 


Gerald.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards. 


Princess  Olga. — Radna  :  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  65. 
Proctor  (Richard  A.,  B.A.),  Works  by. 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.    With  55  Illustrations.     Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J-.  dd. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Night  in  the  Year.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6J-. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  i,s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  loj.  (>d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6^-. 

The  Universe  of  Suns.  &c.    \\'ith  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.    Crown  Svo,  i^.  6d. 


Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  HAL  LUDLOW,  3^.  td.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs. 


Rambosson  (J.).— Popular  Astronomy. 

M.-VX.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  numerous  Illustrations. 


Translated  by  C.  B.  Pit- 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  td. 


Randolph  (Lieut.  =>Col.  George, 

A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  dd. 


U.S.A.).  — Aunt  Abigail  Dykes: 


Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  mostly  Illustrated,  3^.  61/.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 

Hard  Cash  I     GrifBth  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play.    |    Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation, 
A  Simpleton.     |     The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  W^oman-Hater. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories. 
A  Perilous  Secret.         |     Readiana. 


Peg  Woffington.     |     Christie  Johnstone. 

•  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Bid  Run 

Smooth. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  of 

all  Trades  :  and  James  Lambert. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 


A  New  Collected  LlER.\RV  EDITION,  complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long  primer  type, 
printed  on  laid  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  price  y.  6d.  each,  is  now  in  course  of  publication.  The 
volumes  will  appear  in  the  following  order : — 


1.  Peg   Woffington;   and  Christie   John- 

stone. [Ready. 

2.  Hard  Cash.  [Ready. 

3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     With  a 

Preface  by  Sir  WALTER  Besant.  [Nov. 

4-  It  is  Never  too  Late  to  Mend.       [Dec. 

5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did 
Run  Smooth;  and  Singleheart  and 
Doubleface.  [Jan.  1896. 

C.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  A  Hero  and  a  Mar- 
tyr; and  The  W^andering  Heir.    [Feb. 


7.  Love  Me  Little,  Love  me  Long.    [Mar. 

8.  The  Double  Marriage.  [April. 

9.  Griffith  Gaunt.  [May. 

10.  Foul  Play.  [yime, 

11.  Put  Yourself  In  His  Place.  [7uh'. 

12.  A  Terrible  Temptation.  [A7c^i:st. 

13.  A  Simpleton.  [Sept. 
14-  A  Woman-Hater.  [Oct. 

15.  The    Jilt,    and    other  Stories;     and    Good 

Stories  of  Men  &  other  Animals.[A^o7'. 

16.  A  Perilous  Secret.  [Dec. 

17.  Readiana;  &  Bible  Characters.[7a«.'97 


Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6d.  each  :  cloth,  is.  each. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  |     The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Peg  Woffington ;  and  Christie  Johnstone. 

Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.  Fcap.  8vo,half-Roxb.2i-.6.y. 

Peg  Woffington.    Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.     Fcap.  Svo,  Iialf-Roxburghe,  2j.  6rf. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  In  Four  Vols.,  post  Svo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Walter  BK- 
SANT,  and  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  us.  the  set ;  and  the  ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY  EDITION, 
with  Illustrations  on  every  page.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  ^zs.  nctt. 

Bible  Characters.     Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  is. 

Selections  from  the  Works  of  Charles  Reade.     With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Alex.  Ire- 
, LAND.     Crown  Svo.  buckram,  with  Portrait,  6s.  ;  CHEAP  EDITION,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  gj.  6d. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

Weird  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6rf. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House.  I       Fairy  W^ater. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.  Her  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens.  I       The  Nun's  Curse.    |   Idle  Tales. 
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Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  75.  6d.  each. 

Our  Old  Country  Towns,    ^\■ith  55  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Bambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  50  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Ab»ut  England  with  Dickens.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vandekhoof  and  A.  RiMMER. 

Rives  (Amelie). — Barbara  Dering.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.; 

post  8to,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Robinson  Crusoe.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Post  Bvo,  half-bound,  2S. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

The  Woman  in  the  Dark.    Two  Vols.,  loj.  nett. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65,  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  |     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature;  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 


Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral   Reflections.      With  Notes 

and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  2S. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  1066.    Printed  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5J. 

Rosengarten  (A.),— A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  COLLETT-S.\NDARS.    With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  (xi. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  td.  each. 

Puniana :  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by.     Post  Bvo,  bds.,  2s.  ea.;  cl. ,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks.  I       Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars.  | 

Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  td.  each. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. |       The  Drift  of  Fate. [Shortly. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Books  and  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  ■2s.  6d.  each. 

Round  the  Galley-Fira.  I       A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

-----     Yf^ 


In  the  Ittiddle  Watch.  The  Mystery  of  the  *  Ocean  Star.* 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape.  I       The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  -zs.  M.  each. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy.  |     My  Shipmate  Louise.      |    Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

Crov/n  Svo,  cloth,  js.  6d.  each. 
Is  He  the  Man?  I     The  Phantom  Death,  &c.   With  Frontispiece. 

The  Good  Ship  '  Mohock.'  |     The  Convict  Ship.  \_Shortly. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zr.  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  dd. 
Heart  of  Oak.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  isj-.  nett. 
The^ale  of  the  Ten.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15J.  nett. [Shortly. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Sto,  cloth  extra,  3^.  Cd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.  |     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's.   |     To  His  Own  Master. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  \s.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  |        Modest  Little  Sara. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
Orchard  Damerel.  |  In  the  Face  of  the  W^orld.  |  The  Tremlett  Diamonds.  [Shortly. 

Sala  (George  A.).— Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Sanson.  —  Seven  Generations  of  Executioners :    Memoirs  of  the 

Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).     Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J-.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ax.  each. 
Guy  Waterman.  |     The  Lion  In  the  Path.        |     The  Two  Dreamers* 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 
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Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  sj.  each. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth.  I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Miiis.  I  Sebastian. 

Joan  Merry  weather.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as. 
Gideon's  Rock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6rf. 


Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chiof-Inspector  CAVANAGH.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. ;  cloth,  2j.  6d. 

Secret  Out,  The :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Entertain- 
ing Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  'White'  Magic.  By  W.  H.  CREMER.  With  300  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  4^.  td.  

Seguin  (L.  Q.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergau)  and  the  Highlands  of  Bavaria.    With 

Map  and  S7  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior  (Wm.). — By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 
Sergeant   (Adeline).— Dr.    Endicott's   Experiment.      Crown  Svo, 

buckram,  3,?.  61/. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.     Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6J. 

Sharp  (William). — Children  of  To=morrow.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HERNE  SHEPHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6cl.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.      I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  ;    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson  ;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;    The  Wandering  Jew;    Queen   Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
„      II.  Laon  and  Cythna;    The  Cenci;    Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 

Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas. 
„     III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols.  : 
Vol.      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets ;  A  Refu 
tation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
„      II.  The  Essays  ;    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 
***  Also  a  few  copies  of  a  LARGE-PAPER  EDITION,  5  vols.,  cloth,  £2  i2j.  6cl. 

Sherard  (R.   H.).— Rogues:  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  is.;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Sheridan  (General  P.  H.),  Personal  Memoirs  of.   With  Portraits, 

Maps,  and  Facsimiles.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24s. 

Sheridan's    (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete   Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Jokes.     With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  half-bound,  yj.  6d. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  as. 

Sheridan's  Comedies :  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRANDER  MATTHEWS.  With 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Sidney's    (Sir   Philip)    Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,   Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GroSART, 
D.D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  iSs. 


Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each, 
Rogues  and   Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
IHary   Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph  :    A  Circus  Story,  &c. 


Tales  of  To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Scenesi  from  the  Show. 

The  Ten  Commandments :  Stories.  [Shorlly, 


Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  cloth,  is.  Cd.  each. 
How^  the  Poor   Live;  and  Horrible  London. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter   and   Reader:   Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  R.  SiMS. 
The  Case  of  George  Candlemas.  |        Dagonet  Ditties.    (Vtom  The  Re/eree.) 

Dagonet  Abroad.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 
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Signboards  :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.    By  JACOB  Lakvvood  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.    With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  clotli  extra,  7J.  dd. 

Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With    Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  ^. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketcliley  (Arthur).— A  Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  8vo,  boards,  is. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,   Historical,   and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  td. 

Smart  (Hav/ley).— Without  Love  or  Licence:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6!/.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2^. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by. 

The  Prince  of  Argolls.    With  130  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6^. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  6j. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  15. ;  cloth,  is.  6rf. 

Society  in  Paris:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.      A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  PAUL  VASILI  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  (>s. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry).— Songs  of  Adieu.     Small  4to,  Jap.  vel.,6s. 
Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.). —  Elizabethan  Demonology:   An  Essay 

on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -is.  each. 

Back  to   Life. 


The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dylie. 
By  Devious  Mfays,  &c. 
Hoodwinked  ;  &  Sandycroft  SSystery. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 


The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance   in  Full. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  \s.  6d.  each. 
A  Barren  Title.  I        W^ife  or  No  Wife? 


The  Sandycroft  Mystery.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  u. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  I       The  Grey  Monk.  \Shartly. 

Spenser  for  Children.    By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mo, 

cloth  extra,  2^.  td. 


Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs.  each. 

Victorian  Poets.  |        The   Poets   of  America. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage).— The  Afghan  Knife:    A  Novel.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  -^s.  Cd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25.  6i.  ea. 

Travels  w^ith  a  Donkey.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  WALTER  CRANE. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6i'.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men   and   Books. 
The   Silverado  Squatters.    With  Frontispiece  by  T.  D.  Strong. 
The    Merry   Men.  I     Underwoods :    Poems. 

Memories   and    Portraits. 

Virginibus  Puerisque,  and  other  Papers.      |     Ballads.  |     Prince  OttO. 

Across    the   Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  lissays. 

Ne«r  Arabian  Nights.    Crown  8vo,  buckram.  s,Mlt  top,  6^-.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

The  Suicide  Club;   and  The   Rajah's  Diamond.    (From  New  Arabian  Nights.)    With 

l-.iijht  Illustr.iti.iis  by  W.  J.  IlliNNESSY.     Cniwn  8vo,  cloth,  5J. 
Father  Damien:    An  open  I,ett«rto  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde,     Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  u 
The  Edinburgh   Edition  of  the  Works  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.    Twenty  Vols. 

demy  8vo.     This  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold  only  in  Sets,  the  price  of  which 

may  be  learned  from  the  Bo;kssllers.    The  Vols,  are  appearing  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginning 

Nov.  1894. 

Weir  of  Hermiston,    (R.  L.  Stevenson's  Last  Work.)    Large  crown  8vo,  6x  [Shortly 
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Stoddard  {C.  Warren).— Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

lUustratcd  by  WALLIS  MaCKAY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Stories  from    Foreign   Novelists.      With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Strange  Manuscript   (A)    Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL,  5^-.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence JNIARRVAT,  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■2s.  ^^^ 

Strutt  (Joseph).  —The  Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England ;  includini^  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by  WILLIAM  HONE.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6</. 

Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  'Gulliver's  Travels."    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  -js.  6d. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study.    ByJ.  Churton  Collins.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8j. 

Swinburne  (Algernon  C),  Works  by. 

Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works  of    |    A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  8vo,  6s. 


A.  C.  Swinburne.    Fcap.  8vo,  6^-. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  JS. 

Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.   Crown 

8vo,  or  fcap.  8vo,  9^-. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series.  Crown 

8vo,  9J. 

Poems  &  Ballads.  Third  Series.  Cr.Svo,  7^. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo,  loj.  6af. 
Both  well :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  i2j-.  6rf. 
Songs  of  Tw^o  Nations.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
George  Chapman.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  Chap- 

MA.N'S  Works.)     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  t2s. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 


A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo,  Ss. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Studies  in  Song.    Crown  8vo,  7^. 

Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.    Crov/n  8vo,  8s. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  8vo,  gs. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  4to,  8s. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  8vo,  js. 

Marino  Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo,  I2S. 

liOCrine  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 

The  Sisters  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Astrophel,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  ys. 

Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.  8vo,  9^. 


Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.    With  ROWLANDSON'S  Coloured  Illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
Author  by  J.  C.  HOTTEN.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Talne's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry  Van 

Laun.    Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  soi-.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  15^-. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Slodem  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of  Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct  of  the  Vegetable 

Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    With  331  Illustrations. 
The  Playtime  Naturalist.    With  366  Illustrations. 

Taylor     (Tom). —  Historical     Dramas.        Containing    'Clancarty,' 

'Jeanne  Darc,"'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,' 'The  Fool's  Revenge,'  '  Arkwright's  Wife,'   'Anne  Boleyn," 
'  Plot  and  Passion.'    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

*;(,*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.    By  H.  J.  Jennings.     Post 

8vo,  portrait  cover,  i^-. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Thackerayana  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^-.  6d. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial   History  of  the.     By  A.  S.  Krausse. 

With  340  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  1.$-.  6d. 

Thiers  (Adolphe).  —  History  of  the  Consulate  and   Empire  of 

France  under  Napoleon.     Translated  by  D.  FORBES  CAMPPELL  and  JOHN  STEBBING.    With  36  .Steel 
Plates.    12  Vols,,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS,  PICCADILLY. 


Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,  25.  ea. 

The  Yiolin-Player.  I     Proud  Maisie. 

Cresslda.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With   Intro- 
duction by  Allan  CUNNLNGHAM,  and  48  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2.9. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Corpespondenca  of  J.  m.  W.  Turner>    With  Illustrations  in  Colours,    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 
Old  Stories  Re-told.  I     Tales  for  the  Marines. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London:  Anecdotes  of  its  Famous  Coffee-houses, 

Hostelries,  and  Taverns,     \\ith  42  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 
Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    With  48  Illustrations. 

TroUope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
The   Way  We  Live  Now.  I     Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Pratt  Frohmann.  I     The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kept  In  the  Dark.  i     The  American  Senator. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpera.  |     John   Caldlgate.  |     Marlon  Fayt 

Troll  Ope  (Frances  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6ci.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Like  Ships  Upon  the  Sea.    |     Mabel's  Progress.  I     Anne  Furness. 

Trollope  (T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Trowbridge  (J.  T.).— FarnelFs  Folly.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser=).— Mistress  Judith  :    A  Novel.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  3J.  6rf.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6ii.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    With  Frontispiece.  I     Buried  Diamonds. 

Lady  Bell.  I     The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through.  I     Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Disappeared.  |       Uoblesse  Oblige* 

Saint  idungo's  City.  I     The  Huguenot  Family. 

The  Macdonald  Lass.    V/ith  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  bd. 


Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by 

The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  : 

The  Prince  of  Balkistan.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (xi. 


The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  3^.  td.  ;  post  Svo,  boards,  2S. 
Pi  ----- 


Vashti  and  Esther.     By  the  Writer  of  '  Belle's '  Letters  in  The  World. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Villari  (Linda).— A  Double  Bond:  A  Story.     Fcap.  8vo,  15. 
Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.).— The  Scorpion:  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  Gd. 

Walton  and   Cotton's  Complete   Angler  ;    or,  The  Contemplative 

Man's  Recreation,  by  IZAAK  WALTO>i ;  and  Instructions  How  to  Ang'le,  for  a  Trout  or  Graylinfj  in  a 
clear  Stream,  l>y  CHARLES  COTTON.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  HARRIS  NICHOLAS,  and  6i 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  ys.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROSSETTI.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Os. 

Ward  (Herbert),  Books  by. 

Five  Years  with  the  Congo  Cannibals.    With  92  Illustrations.    Royal  Svo,  cloth,  14s. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.    With  Map.    Post  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6rf. 
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Walford  (Edward,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

Walford's  County  Families  of  the  United  Kingdom  (1896).      Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs, 

&:c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  s^ilt,  50^. 
Walford's   Shilling   Peerage   (1806).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers,  I't'C.     321110,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's    Shilling    Baronetage    (1896).     Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

King-doin,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.     32010,  cloth,  js. 
Walford's    Shilling    Knightage    (1896).      Containing  a   List  of  the  Knights   of  tlie   United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.     32ino,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Commons  (1896).    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Club>,  &c.     32mo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  and  House  of  Commons 

(1896).    Royal  32mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5^-.  iPreparin^. 

Tales  of  our  Great  Families.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Warner  (Charles  Dudley). — A  Roundabout  Journey.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  Elizabeth's  Signa- 
ture and  the  Great  Seal.     2s. 

Washin§:ton*s  (George)  Rules  of  Civility  Traced  to  their  Sources 

and  Restored  by  MONCURE  D.  CONWAY.    Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  2s.  6d. 

Wassermann  (Lillias),  Novels  by. 

The  Daffodils.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 


The  Marquis  of  Carabas.    By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann.    Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  Cory.    With  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Webber  (Byron).— Fun,  Frolic,  and  Fancy.    With  43  Illustrations 

by  Phil  May  and  Charles  May.    Fcap.  4to,  cloth,  5^. 

Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  ss.  6d, 
Sons  of  Belial.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  loj.  nett. 

Whist,  How  to  Play  Solo.     By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 

Pardon.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo, 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With  lUustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  zf.  6rf. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel  Making.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  oj, 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  f2s.  6d. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  8vo.  bds.,  25. 
Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259  Illustrations.    Crown  8vp,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6rf 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  hmp,  2s  td 

Leisure-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown'svo,  cloth  extra,  &r. 

Common  Accidents  :  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  lUustrations.    Crown  8vo.  is. :  cloth,  is.td. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extsa,  3J.  td. 


Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each: 

cloth  limp,  2S.  6d.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.  »  |     Regimental  Legends. 


A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  THOMSON  and  E.  STUART  HARDY,    Crown 
8w,  doth  extra,  3^.  (jd. 


Wissmann    (Hermann   von).— My    Second    Journey   through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  lUustrations,    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  ii,s. 
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Wood  (H.  F.),  Detective  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.    |        The  £ngllshman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Wood  (Lady). — Sabina:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 


WooUey  (Celia  Parker). 

olog>'.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards, 


Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The- 

;  cloth,  2S.  6d. 


Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

The  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.    With  400  Caricatures.  Squibs,  &c.  « 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art.  Literature.  Soolptaro,  and 
Painting.    Illustrated  by  F.  \V.  I-AIRHOLT,  F.S.A. 


Wynman  (Margaret).— My  Flirtations. 

J.  I5FRNAKD  Partridge.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6rf. 


With  13  Illustrations  by 


Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Land  at  Last.  I        The  Forlorn  Hope.  |        Castaway. 


Zangwill  (L).  — Ghetto  Tragedies. 

A.  S.  BOYD.     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  i^.  nett. 


With  Three  Illustrations  by 


Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by. 

The  Dowrnfall.     Translated  by  E.  A 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

A.  ViZETELLY. 

The  Dream.    Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.    AVith  Eigfht  Illustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 

Doctor  Pascal.    Tranjated  by  E.  A.  ViZETELLY.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Money.    Translated  by  £RNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 

Lourdes.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  ViZETELLY. 

Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY.  [Shordy. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly.  [Shortly. 


SOME  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN   SERIES. 

\*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 


The  Mayfair  Library.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 


A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  X.  de  Maistre, 
Translated  by  Sir  HENRY  ATTWELL. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  '  The  Times.' 

Melancholy  Anatomised  :  Abridgment  of  BURTON. 

Poetical  Ingenuities.    Bv  W.  T.  DOBSON. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert  8  Plays.    Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  I.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays :  from  Lamb's  Letters. 

rorenaic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood, 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.     By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.     By  W.  H.  MallocK. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Bennell. 
Pegasus  Resaddled.     By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  PAGE, 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.     By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    By  Dr. 
ANDREW  Wilson. 


The  Golden   Library.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 


Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 


The    Autocrat    of   the   Breakfast    Table.      By 

OLIVER  Wendell  Holmes. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur  :    Selections  from  MaLLORY. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


The  Wanderer's  Library,     crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


Wanderings  in  Patagonia.    By  Julius   Buer- 

BOHM.     Illustrated. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  Daniel. 

Illustrated  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK. 
Circus  Liie.    By  Tho.mas  Frost. 
Lives  of  tae  Conjurers.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.    By 

Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.    By  James  Greenwood. 
THe  WUdB  of  London.    By  James  Greenwood. 


Tunis.     By  Chev.  Hesse-WaRTEGG.    22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
Warld  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  FITZGERALD. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.    By  E.  P.  Kingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising   in   the  South  Seaa,     By  C« 
Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated. 
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Books  in  Series— cotttinued. 

Handy    Novels.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.    By  A.  St.  Aubyn.      t     Taken  from  the  Enemy.    By  H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.    By  Alan  St.  Aubyn.  A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alden. 

Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    M.E.Coleridge.     I     Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.    By  Grant  Allen. 

My     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburgbe,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shakspeare.    I     Christie  Johnstone.    By  Charles  Reade. 

By  W.  s.  Landor.                                                       Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Gnerin. '     The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 

The  Pocket  Library.    Post  8vo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  as.  each. 
'""       "  '       '  Whites  Natural  History  of  Selbome. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  &c.    By  Dean  Swift. 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    By  Jacob  Larvvood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The 
Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table.    By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Kobinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  Thomas  Hood.    With 

85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 


THE   PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crov/n  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  F.  M.  ALLEN. 

Green  as  Grass. 


By 


Philistia 

Strange  Stories. 

Babylon. 

For  Maimie's  Sake, 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand 

The  Devils  Die. 

This  Mortal  Ceil. 

The  Tents  of  Shera. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
At  Market  Value. 
Under  Sealed  Orders. 


By  MARY  ANDERSON. 

Othello's  Occupation. 

By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARINQ=GOULD. 

Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.        |  From  Whose  Bourne. 
By  FRANK  BARRETT. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 

By   'BELLE.' 

Vathtl  and  Esther. 
By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 

Keady-MoneyMortiboy.     •"-"-'---«-'- —        ^ 
My  Little  Girl. 


With  Harp  and  Crown, 
This  Son  of  'Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All    Sorts   and    Condi 

tions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
The  World  Went  'Very 

Well  Then. 
Clilldren  of  Olbeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  BeU  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorei  of  Lyonesse. 
S.  Katherlne's  by  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 


By    ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

MartyMom  of  Madeline 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water. 

Foxglove  Manor.  I 

ROB.   BUCHANAN  &  HY.  MURRAY. 

The  Charlatan. 

By  J.  MITCHELL  CHAPPLE. 
The  aunor  Chord. 


TheNewAbelard. 
Matt.  I    Rachel  Dene. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man, 
Red  and  White  Heather. 


HALL  CAINE. 

j  The  Deemster. 


The  Shadov/  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Red  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  &  Scholar.         night. 
The  Village  Comedy.       I  You  Play  me  False. 
By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'  I  Say  No.' 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil, 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Womem  in  White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter, 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIL  COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Diana  Barrington.  I 'To  Let.' 

Proper  Pride.  Mr.  Jervis. 

A  Family  Likeness.  Village  Tales  <fc  Jungle 

Pretty  Miss  Neville.  Tragedies. 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  |  The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

By  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist  :  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By  H.  COLEMAN   DAVIDSON. 
Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain.  „„„,„^„^ 

By.  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novkvs— continued. 
By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  1  Man  from  Manchester. 

By  A.  CONAN  DOYLE. 

The  Firm  of  GlrdJestone. 

By  S.   JEANNETTE  DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To-day.  |  Vernon  s  Aunt. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  Q.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  T^er  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.      I  The  White  Vfrgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  7 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.     Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Real  Qneen.  I  Jack  Doyle's  Daughter. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Fandurang  Bari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  PAUL  GAULOT. 
The  Red  Sh^te. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  | 

By  E.   GLANVILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  | 

By   E.   J.   GOODMAN. 

The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  Susy. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden     Sally 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 

Springs. 
Col.  Starbottle's  Client. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


of    Jack 


Sally  Dows. 
A    Protegee 

Hamlin  s. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 
Clarence. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Dis- 


appearance. 
The     Spectre     of 
Camera. 


the 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Blron. 

By  I.  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.         I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  JOHN  HILL. 
The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Vemer's  Flight.   I  The  Red-House  Mystery, 
The  Three  Graces.         1 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED   HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.         I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE   HYNE. 

Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE   KING, 

A  Drawn  Game. 

'  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 


By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 

Madame  SansGene. 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 
Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord  7 

'  My  Love  I ' 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Dictator. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


By  H.  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  1  Miss  Misanthrope 

Linley  Rochford.  Donna  Quixote. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.         1  Red  Diamonds. 

Camiola. 

Water  dale  Neighbours 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

By  JUSTIN   H.  MCCARTHY. 
A  London  Legend. 

B>   GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Heather  and  Snow.        |  Phantastes. 
By  L.  T.  MEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.     |  In  an  Iron  Grip. 
By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw         Fanning'* 
Ridgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement.  First  Person  Singular. 


Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazers  Hero. 

Val  Strange.  !   Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 


Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin's  Little  OirL 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 


By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible.         1  Paul  Jones  s  Alias. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By  HUME  NISBET. 
'  Bail  Up  I ' 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Ann's.  |  Billy  Bellew. 

By  G.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA. 

Two     Little     Wooden 


Held  in  Bondage 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 


In  a  Winter  City. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Ruffino. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes.  1    Othmar. 

In  Maremma. 

Byrlin.        |  Guilderoy. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery   of  Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter  s  Word. 
By  Proxy. 


By  JAMES  PAYN. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  OpJy. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  WiU. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— contitmed. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Christina  Chard. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  | 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to    SingleheartandDouble- 


Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love   Me  Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister  and  the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 
Put    Yourself  in    His 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  JUt.  1 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 
Barbara  Bering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By   DORA   RUSSELL. 


face. 
Good   Stories  of   Men 

and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  WofBngton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Poul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Perilous  Secret, 
Readiana. 


A  Country  Sweetheart. 


The  Drift  of  Fate. 


Mo- 


By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  Is  He  the  Man  ? 

My  Shipmate  Louise.        The    Good    Ship 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea       hock.' 
The  Phantom  Death.         The  Convict  Ship. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.     |  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By   KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideon  8  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  | 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment. 


In  Face  of  the  World. 

Orchard  Damerel 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.        |  The  Grey  Monk, 
By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  "    ~  " '* 

The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St. Benedict's. 
To  his  Own  Master. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By   BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-Playor. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I    Scarborough's  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  1   The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like   Ships  upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TURQENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

The  American  Claimant.  I  Pudd'nhead  Wilson. 
The£l,000,OOOBank-note.    Tom  Sawyer.Detective. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.       | 

By  C.   C.   FRASER=TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
Lady  Bell.  . —.  -  «.-..-   .. 

The  Bride's  Pass. 
Buried  Diamonds.  I 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  Owen. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

A  Soldier's  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN. 
My  Flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOLA. 

The  Downfall.  I  Money.      |     Lourdes. 

The  Dream. .  Rome. 

Dr.  Pascal.  1  The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 


i  The  Blackhail  Ghosts. 
The  Macdonald  Lass. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow?   |  'Valeries  Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


Philistia. 

Strange  Stories. 

Babvlon 

For  Maimie's  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  Devils  Die. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greet's    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 


By   E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Fhra  the  Phoanician. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING=QOULD. 

Red  Spider.  1  Eve. 


BY   FRANK  BARRETT. 


Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  <fc  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 

lich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lie  lit.  Barnabas. 


Honest  Davie. 
A  Prodigals  Progress. 
Found  Guilty. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford;    and    His 
Helpmate. 


By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
Mv  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown, 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema, 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 

The  World  Went  'Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
S.Katherine's  by  Tower, 
■Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
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Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued. 
By  AMBROSE  BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No  mans 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
Callfomlan  Stories.        l  Flip.  I    Mamja. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

The    Luck   of    Roaring    A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Camp.  i  A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I      Gate. 

By  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
Shadow  of  the  Sword.  —    -     -- 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  oi  the  Mine 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  ■  Black  Prince.' 

By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By   HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 
The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  'Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 
By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Ahelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


Sweet  Anne  Page 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid 

night. 
A  Fight  •with  Fortune 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
•  I  Say  No  I ' 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Mi'JS  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

T'he  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.        I  A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington.  Proper  Pride. 

•To  Let.'  I  A  Family  Likeness. 

By  W.   CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist ;  or,  Vort  Salvation. 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 


By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.    LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.        |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES   DICKENS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Kickleby. 

Oliver  Twist. 


By  DICK  DONOVAN. 


From  Information  Re- 
ceived. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

Link  by  Link 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of  tho 
Law. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  i 
Wanted ! 
Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Duncan  7 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        1  Archie  Loveil. 

By  M.   BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  G.  MANV5LLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.         1     Witness  to  the  Deed. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 


Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten. 
Polly. 
Fatal  Zero. 


Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventv  -  five    Brooke 

Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 


By  P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

Bv  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 


King  or  Knave  7 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


Olympla 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua. 

By  HAROLD   FREDERIC. 
Seths  Brother  s  Wife.    1   The  Lawton  Girl. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE   FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  '     "     -----  ^    - 

Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What   will  the  World 
Say  7 


la  H-nour  Bound. 
Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Goldea  Shaft. 
Of  Hi5h  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Strea-n. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Deiiqht. 
Blood  Money. 


In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow, 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin  s  Guests.        I  The     Wizard     of 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By   ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  | 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 
A  Noble  Woman.  |   Nikanor. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Days  of  his  'Vanity. 

By  JOHN   HABBERTON. 
Brueton  s  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW   HALLIDAY. 
Every-day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DUFFUS   HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 
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Two-Shilling  Uovzls— continued. 

By  THOMAS   HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

^^   By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune  s  Fool. 

Mls3  Cadogna. 

Sebastian  Strome, 

Dust. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David Poindexters  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

^  ^     ^    By  HENRY  HERMAN. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

^     V     ..^y  HEADON  HILL. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

^  ,  By  JOHN   HILL. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lovers  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

^  _  By  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

A  Ttr-,,^?^  n^*"*;  HIJNQERFORD. 
A  Maiden  aJl  Forlorn.    I  A  Mental  Struggle. 
In  Durance  VUe.  a  Modern  Circl 

Marvel.  I  Lady  Verners  FUght. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thomlcrofta  Model.  I  Self-Condemned 
That  Other  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket 

«...  ^y  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

,*    T,    .  JPX  ^M-  JAMESON. 

My  Dead  Self. 

mu   r.    u^y  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.   ASHE   KING. 

ADrawp  Game.  i  Passion's  Slave 

The  Wearing  of   the     Bell  Barry 
Green.'  |  ^ 

„     ^,  ^      By  JOHN  LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The      Rebel      of      the 

Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
The  World  Well  Lost 
Under  which  Lord  7 
Paston  Carew, 
'  My  Love  I  • 
lone. 

r,^      ^^y  HENRY^W.   LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

T>     r  ?y  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.         |   Camiola 
Waterdale  Neighbours.     Donna  Quixote 
M^  Enemy's  Daughter.     Maid  of  Athens 


A  Fair  Saxon. 


The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


J;jfje{,Eochford.  I  The  Dicta'tor. 

MiM  Misanthrope.  |  Red  Diamonds 

«     o.    ^y  "JJGH   MACCOLL. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

^    ^  By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins.  •-«-»— 

Th^^J;^^''^"^'^"^^   S.  MACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
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By  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

pP<fh'i<l!\^i^'"f  }  I  A  Harvest  of  WUd  Oats. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozcn  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

Tr,f;,     By  Mrs.  MOLES  WORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

,,    ,    „  By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

hI!??,!^®^'"**  ^^'^  ^°°- 1  ^^°""  *^«  Bosom  of  the 
aeriui  Deen. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  | 

^^rRlfH'^'STIE  MURRAY 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
Fiist  Person  Singular. 
Bob     Martin's     LitSle 

Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazers  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World 

Cynic  Fortune.  „  „  „„„,„  ^, ,^„ 

n     J?y  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.  j  *^    "luio. 

?>;  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff.  |  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

.«  nrr    .  .^^   HUME   NISBET. 
^^"  "P '  I  Dr.Bernard  St.  Vincent, 

By  ALICE   O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  ?  or  Fate  7 

^    ^      By  GEORGES  OHNET. 
Dr  Rameau.  I  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

^■.  ,  .  ^y  ^^^-  OLIPHANT. 

^teladies.  j  The  Greatest  Heiress  In 

The  Primrose  Path.  |     England 

p„   P^^^r^-  f^OBERT  O'REILLY. 

Phoebe  s  Fortunes. 


By  OUIDA 


Wooden 


Wit. 


Held  in  Bondage.    '  Two      Little 
Strathmore.  Shoes 

Chandos.  Moths.  ' 

Idaha.  Bimbi. 

Under  Two  Flags.  Pipistrello. 
Cecil  Castlemaine'sGage    A  Village  Commune 

Tricotnn.  Wanda        ""*""*"»• 

Puck.  Othmar. 

FoUe  Farine.  Frescoes. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.  In  Maremma. 

Pascarel.  Guilderoy. 

Si$na.  Ruffino. 

Princess  Napraxlne.  Syrlin 

In  a  Winter  City.  Santa  Barbara 

Ariadne  Ouida's   Wisdom 
Friendship.  and  Pathos. 

By  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple.  »  -^vji^. 

^  ^    ^         By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

^    ,,       By   EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL   PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 

^  ,    ^,  By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

?h»^gners.  |  fei^d^'^'^-*-'"  ^^-1' 

rr      ,,   ^y  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

MiBS  Maxwell's  Affectloaa. 
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Two-Shilling  No'^els— continued. 
By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentlnck's  Tutor. 

Murphy  s  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Ker  Mercy. 

Cecil  8  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Doo,d. 

The  Best  of  Eusbanda. 

Walters  Vf oid. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyou  s  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confldeutial  Agent. 
Glowworm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunuy  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline  s  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Mot  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  'Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thoi-n. 
The    Mystery   of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
By  CHARLES   READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to     A  Terrible  Temptation. 


Mend 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     Yourself    in    Eis 

Place. 
Love  Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
ITie  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Jilt. 


Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 


The  Autobiography  of !   A  Woman-Hater. 
a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  stories.  ,  The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water.  The  Mystery  in  Palace. 

Her  Mothers  Darling.  Gardens. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's     The  Nun's  Curse. 
Garden  Party.  '  Idle  Tales. 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES   RUNCIMAN. 
Skiopers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo  k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book   for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The    Mystery    of    the 
'Ocean  Star.' 
By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.        | 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.      I  Sebastian. 

The  High  Willis.  Margaret     and    Eliza- 

Heart  Salvage.  |      beta. 

By  GEORGE   R.  SIMS. 


Rogues  and  Vagabonds 
The  Ring  o  Belle. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs, 
M-^ry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 


Tinkletop's  Crime. 

Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

Ten  Commandments 


By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

_  By  T.  VV.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  ,  Back  to  Life. 
mP^^^;.      ^  I  The  LoudwaterTragedy. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Burgo  s  Romance. 

Hoodwinked.  Quittance  In  FuU. 

By  Devious  Ways.  I 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       I  Master  of  St. Benedict  a 
The  Junior  Dean.  |  To  His  Own  Master. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By   R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I  The  VioUn- Player. 

Proud  Maisie.  | 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 
Like    Ships    upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel  s  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 


The  American  Senator. 
Mr.     Scarboroughs 

Family. 
The    Golden    Lion    of 

Qranpere. 


Frau  Frohmann 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now 
The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Famell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  I  Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
Continent.  The    Prince    and    tue 

The  Gilded  Age.  Pauper. 

Huckleberry  Finn.  A  Yankee  at  the  Court 


of  King  Arthur. 
The     £1,000,000    Eank- 
Note. 


MarkTwain  s  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
The  Bride  s  Pass.  I  The  Huguenot  Family. 

Burled  Diamonds.  The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

St.  Mungo's  City,  What  SheCamcThrough 

Lady  Bell.  '  Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige.  I  Citoyenne  Jaquelinc. 

Disappeared.  ' 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 
The  Queen  against  Owen. 
By  AARON  WATSON  and  LILLIAS 

WASSERMANN. 
The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 
Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.  |  Bedmental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Eneliflhman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 
By  Lady  WOOD. 
Sabina.  .  „,, 

By  CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 
Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or,  I.ove  and  Theology. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last.  1 
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